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THE LAST CONSTANTINE. 



i/r: 



Thou strivest nobly, 

When hearts of sterner stuff perhaps had sunk : 

And o'er thy fall, if it be so decreed, 

Good men will mourn, and brave men will shed tears. 

Fame I look not/or, 

But to sustain, in Heaven's all seeing eye, 
Before my feUow men, in mine own sig^t, 
With graceful virtue and becoming pride, 
The dignity and honour of a man. 
Thus station*d as I am, I will do all 
That man may do. 

Mis* BaiUie** Constantine Paheologus. 
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THE LAST CONSTANTINE 



I. 

Ths fires grew pale on Rome's deserted shrines. 
In the dim grot the Pjrthia^s voice had died ; 
— Shout, for the City of the Constantines, 
Therising City of the billow-side. 
The City of the Cross ! — ^great Ocean^s bride. 
Crowned from her birth she sprung I— Long ages passM, 
And still she looked in glory o^er the tide. 
Which at her feet barbaric riches cast. 
Poured by the burning East, all joyously and fast 
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11. 

Long ages passed ! — they left her porphyry halls 
Still trod by kingly footsteps. Gems and gold 
Broider^d her mantle, and her castled walls 
FrownM in their strength ; yet there wer^ signs which told 
The days were full. The pure high faith of old 
Was changed ; and on her silken couch of sleep 
She lay, and murmured if a rose-leaTs fold 
Disturbed her dreams ; and call^'d her slaves to keep 
Their watch, that no rude sound might reach her o^er the 
deep. 

III. 

But there are sounds that from the regal dwdlmg 
Free hearts and fearless only may exclude ; 
^Tis not alone the wind at midnight swelling. 
Breaks on the. soft repose, by Luxury woo'd ! 
There are unbidden footsteps, which intrude 
Where the lamps glitter, and the wine-cup flows, 
And darker hues have stain'^d the marble, strew'^d 
With the fresh myrtle, and the short-lived rose. 
And Parian walls have rung to the dread march of foes. 
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IV. 

A voice of multitudes is on the breeze. 
Remote, yet solemn as the night-storm^s roar, 
Through Ida^s giant-pines ! Across the seas 
A murmur comes, like that the d^ep winds bore 
From Tempers haunted river to the shore 
Of the reed-crowtfd Eurotas ; when, of old. 
Dark Asia sent her battle«m3rriads o*er 
Th^ indignant wave which would not be controUM, 
But, past the Persian'^s chain, in boundless freedom roIPd. 



V. 

And it is thus again! — Swift oars are dashing 
The parted waters, and a light is cast 
On their white foam-wreaths, from the sudden flashing 
Of Tartar spears, whose ranks are thickening fast. 
There swells a savage trumpet on the blast, 
A mufflc of the deserts, wild and deep, / 

Wakening strange echoes, as the shores are past 
Where low midst Ilion^s dust her conquerors sleep. 
Overshadowing with high names each rude sepulchral heap. 
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VI. 

War from the West ! — ^the snows on Thracian hills 
Are loosed by Spring'^s warm breath ; yet o^er the lands 
Which Hsemus girds, the chainless mountain rills 
Pour down less swiftly than the Moslem bands. 
War from the East ! — ^midst Araby^s lone sands, 
More lonely now the few bright founts may be, 
While IsmaePs bow is bent in warrior-hands 
Against the Gcdden City of the sea I: 
-Oh ! for a soul to fire thy dust, Thermopylae ! 



VII. 

Hear yet again, ye mighty ! — Where are they. 
Who, with their green Olympic garlands crownM, 
Leap'd up, in proudly beautiful array. 
As to a banquet gathering, at the sound 
Of Persia's clarion ? — Far and joyous round, 
From the pine-forests, and the mountain-snows. 
And the low sylvan valleys, to the bound 
Of the bright waves, at Freedom's voice they rose ! 
-Hath it no thrilling tone to break the tcnnb's repose? 
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VIII. 

They slumber ^th their swords !— -The olive-shades 
In vain are whispering their immortal tale I 
In vidn the spirit of the past pervades 
The soft winds, breathing through each Gredan vale. 
— Yet must Thou wake, though all unarmed and pale, 
Devoted City ! — ^Lo ! the Moslem^s spear, 
Bed from its vintage, at thy gates ; his sail 
Upon thy waves, his trumpet in thine ear ! 
•^Awake ! and summon those, who yet, perchance, may 
hear! 

IX. 

Be hush'^d, thou faint and feeble voice of weeping f 
Lift ye the banner of the Cross on high. 
And call oii chiefs, whose noble sires are sleeping 
In their proud graves of sainted chivalry, 
Beneath the palms and cedars, where they sigh 
To Syrian gales ! — The sons of each brave line. 
From their baronial halls shall hear your cry. 
And seize the arms which flashed round Salem^s shrine. 
And wield for you the swords once waved for Palestine! * 
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All still, all voiceless! — and the billow^s roar 
Alone lefdies ! — ^Alike ikeir soul is gone. 
Who shared the funeral-feast on J£ta*8 dioce. 
And theirs^ that o^er the fidd of Aacakm 
SwdPd the cnisader''s hymn ! — Then g^ thon on 
Thine armour, East^n Queen ! and meet the hour 
Which wiuts thee ere the day's fierce work is done 
With a stroi^ heart; so may thy hdmet tower 
Unshiver^d through the storm, for generous hc^ is power! 



XI. 

But linger not,— array thy men of might ! 
The shores, the seas, are peopled with thy foes. 
Arms through thy cypress groves are gleaming bri^t. 
And the dark huntsmen of the wild, repose 
Beneath the shadowy marble porticoes 
Of thy pi'oud villas. Nearer and more near. 
Around thy walls the sons of battle close ; 
Each hour, each moment, hath its sound of fear. 
Which the deep grave alone is chartered not to hear. 
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XII. 

Away ! bring wine, bring odours, to the shade », 
Where the tall pne and poplar blend on high ! 
Bring roses, exquisite, but soon to fade I 
Snatch every brief delight, — since we must die 1 — 
Yet is the hour, degenerate Greeks 1 gone by, 
For feast in vine-wreath'd bower, or pillared hall; 
Dim gleams the torch beneath yon fiery sky. 
And deep and hollow is the tambour^s call, 
And from the startled hand th** untasted cup will falL 



XIII. 

The night, the glorious oriental night. 
Hath lost the silence of her piuple heaven. 
With its clear stars ! The red artillery'*s light. 
Athwart her worlds of tranquil splendor driven. 
To the still firmament^s expanse hath given 
Its own fierce glare, wherein each cliff and tower 
Starts wildly forth ; and now the air is riven 
With thunder-bursts, and now dull smoke-clouds lowV, 
Veiling the gentle moon, in her most hallowed hour. 
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XIV. 

Sounds from the waters, sounds upon the earth, 
Sounds in the air, of battle ! Yet with these 
A voice is mingling^ whose deep tones give birth 
To Faith and Courage ! From luxurious ease 
A gallant few have started ! G^er the seas, 
From the Seven Towers 3, their banner waves its sign, 
And Hope is whispering in the joyous breeze, 
Which plays amidst its folds. That voice was thine; 
Thy soul was on that band, devoted C(»istantine. 



XV. 

Was Rome thy parent ? Didst thou catch from her 
The fire that Uves in thine undaunted eye ? 
—That city of the throne and sepulchre 
Hath given proud lessons how to reign and die ! 
Heir of the Caesars ! did that lineage high. 
Which, as a triumph to the grave, hath passed 
With its long march of sceptred imagery 4, 
Th** heroic mantle o'er thy spirit cast ? 
-Thou ! of an eagle-race the noblest and the last ! 
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XVI. 

Vain dreams ! upon that spirit hath descended 
Light from the living Fountain^ whence each thought 
Springs pure and holy ! In that eye is blended 
A spark, with Earth^s triumphal memories fraught, 
And, far vrithin, a deeper meaning, caught 
From worlds unseen. A hope, a lofty trust. 
Whose resting-place on buoyant wing is sought 
(Though through its veil, seen darkly from the. dust,) 
In realms where Time no more hath power upon the just. 



XVII. 

Those ware proud days, when on the battle plain. 
And in the siin^s bright (ace, and midst th' array 
Of awe-struck hosts, and circled by the slain. 
The Roman cast hisf gtittering mail away ^, 
And, while a silence, as of midnight, lay 
O'er breathless thousands, at his voice who started, 
CallM on the unseen, terrific powers that sway 
The heights, the depths, the shades; then, fearless- 
hearted, 
Girt on his robe of death, and for the grave departed. 



1 
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xvm. 

But then, anHind him as the javdins rushed. 
From earth to heaven swellM up the loud acclaim ; 
And, ere his hearts last free libation gushed. 
With a bright smile the warricnr cau^t his name, 
Far-fioadng on the winds I And Vict'Vy came. 
And made the hour of that immcnrtal deed 
A life, in fiery feeling 1 Valour'^s aim 
Had sought no loftier guerdon. Thus to Ueed, 
Was to be Rome^s high star! — He died— and had his 
meed. 

XIX. 

But praise^— and dearer, holier praise, be theirs^ 
Who, in the stillness and the solitude 
Of hearts pressM earthwards by a weight of cares, 
Uncheer^d by Fame^s proud hope, th^ ethereal food 
Of restless ener^es, and only viewed 
By Him whose eye, from his eternal throne. 
Is on the soul^s dark places ; have subdued 
And vow^d themselves, with strength till then unknown. 
To some high martyr-task, in secret and alone. 



THE LAST CON8TANTINE. 13 



XX. 

Thdrs be the bright and sacred names enshrined 
Far in the bosom ! for their deeds belong, 
Not to the gorgeous faith which charmed mankind 
With its rich pomp of festival and song. 
Garland, and shrine, and incense-bearing throng; 
But to that Spirit, hallowing, as it tries 
Man'^s hidden soul in whispers, yet more strong 
Than storm or earthquake's voice ; for thence arise 
All that mysterious world^s unseen sublimitite. 



XXI. 

Well might tky name, brave Constantine ! awake 
Such thought, such feeling ! — But the scene again 
Bursts on my vunon, as the day-beams break 
Thro^ the red sulphurous mists: the camp, the plain. 
The terraced palaces, the dome-capt fane, 
With its Inight cross fix^d high in crowning grace ; 
Spears on the ramparts, galleys on the main. 
And, circling all with arms, that turbanM race. 
The sun, the desert, stamped in each dark haughty face. 
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XXII. 



Shouly ye seven hills! Lo! ChrialimDpenBoitt siieMuiii g 
Red o^er the waters <^! Hail, deiiwen, hail ! 
A]oDg your billowy wake the ladiaiioe f^eusaag^ 
Is Hope^s own smile ! They dowd the swdliiig saS, 
On, with the £oaiii, the sunheam, andtfaegaky 
Borne, as a vicUnr^scarl Tlie batteries pour 
Thdr douds and thunders; but the ndliiig Teil 
Of smoke floats up th^ exulting winds before ! 
— And <^ l^ the ^orious burst of that bri^t sea and 
sh<n^! 

XXIII. 

The rockfly waves^ ramparts^ Europe^ Asians ooast. 
All thronged ! <me theatre for kingly war 1 
A monarch ^rt with his Barbaric host, 
Paints o^er the beach his flashing scymetar I 
Dark tribes are tossing javelins firom a&r. 
Hands, waving banners o'er eachi battl^nent. 
Decks, witk thor serried, guns^ arrayed to bar 
The j^Gomts'didd.; bujbluurkl a sboui is &ien€ 
Up from* the nol^ barks !--^the Moslem line is rent I 



THE LAST CONSTANTINE. 15 



XXIV. 

On, on thro' rushing Aame, and arrowy showa*. 
The welcome prows have cleft their rapid way, 
And, with the shadows of the vesper-hour, 
FurPd their white sails, and anchored in the bay. 
Then were the streets with sod^ and torchr-fire gay. 
Then the Gvedk wines flowed mantling in the li^t 
Of festa] halls;— and there was joy I — the ray 
Of dying eyes, a moasient wildly hr^tt. 
The sunset of the soul, ere lost to mortal si^t ! 



^XV, 

FoK, vain t&at feeble succour I Day by day 
Th' imperial U^irers are crumbling, and the sweep 
Of 1^ vast engines, in dieir ceaseless {day, 
CoiBiSS powerful, as whea Heaven unbind^^ the deep ! 
— ^Man's heart is mightier than- the castled steep. 
Yet will it sink when earthly hope is fled ; 
Man?s dioughts work darkly in such hours, acnd sleep 
FUessfar ; and.iu their mieuj the waUs who. tread,. 
'^Chuigp^j by the. lu^ave uBtdd> may feacfuUy be read I 
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XXVI. 

It was a sad and solemn task to hcAd 
Their midnight-watch on that beleaguer^ wall I 
As the sea-wave beneath the basticMis ndl'^d, 
A sound of fate was in its rise and fall ! 
The heavy clouds ware as an empire*s pall. 
The giant^hadows of eacbi tower and fane 
Lay like the gravels; a low mysterious call 
Breathed in the wind, and from the t&ated plain 
A voice of (Hnens rose, with each wild martial strain. 



XXVIL 

For they might catch the Arab charger^s neighing. 
The Thradan drum, the Tartarus drowsy song; 
Might almost hear the soldan^s banner swaying^ 
The watch-word mutter^ in some eastern tongue. 
Then flash'^d the gun^s terrific light along 
The marble streets, all stillness — ^not repose ; 
And boding thoughts came o^er them, dark and strong ; 
For heaven, earth, air, speak auguries to those 
Who see th^ numbered hours fiist pressing to the close. 
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XXVIII. 

But strength is from the mightiest ! There is one 
Still in the breach, and on the rampart seen. 
Whose cheek shows paler with each morning sun, 
And tells, in silence, how the night hath been. 
In kingly halls, a vigil : yet serene. 
The ray set deep within his thoughtful eye, 
And there is that in his collected mien, 
To which the hearts of noble men reply. 
With fires, partaking not this frame^s mortality ! 



XXIX. 

Yes ! call it not of lofty minds the fate, 
To pass o^er earth in brightness, but alone ; 
High power was made their birthright, to create 
A thousand thoughts responsive to their own ! 
A thousand echoes of their spirit's tone 
Start into life, where'er their path may be. 
Still following fast ; as when the wind hath blown 
O'er Indian groves 7, a wanderer wild and free. 
Kindling and bearing flames afar from tree to tree ! 
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And it is thus with thee I thy lot is cast 
On evil days, thou Csssar I yet the few 
That set their generous bosoms to the blast 
Which rocks thy throne— the fearless and the true, 
Bear hearts wher^ thy g^ce can still renew 
The free devotion of the years gone by, 
When from bright dreams th^ ascendant Roman drew 
Enduring strength I — states vanish — ages fly-*- 
But leave one task undumged — to suffer and to die I 



These are our nature^s heritage. But thpu. 
The crowned with empire ! thou wert call'd to share 
A cup more bitter. On thy feverM brow 
The semblance of that buoyant hope to wear> 
Which long had pass'd away; alone to bear 
The rush and pressure of dark thoughts, that ooioe 
As a strong billow in their weight of care ; 
And, with all this, to smile ! for earth-born frame, 
Theae are stem conflicts^ yet they pass, unknown to 
fame! 
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XXXIl. 

Her glance is on the triumph, on the field. 
On the red scaffold ; and wherever, in sight 
Of human eyes, the human soul is steeM 
To deeds that seem as of immortal might, 
Yet are proud nature^s ! But her meteor-light 
Can pierce no depths, no clouds ; it falls not where, 
In silence, and in secret, and in night. 
The noble heart doth wrestle with despair. 
And rise more strong than death from its unwitnessed 
prayer. 

XXXIII. 

Men have been firm in battle : they have stood 
With a prevailing hope on ravaged plains. 
And won the birthright of their hearths with blood. 
And died rejoidng, midst their andent fanes, 
That so their children, undefiled with chains, 
Might worship there in peace. But they that stand 
When not a beacon o'er the wave remains. 
Linked but to perish with a ruinM land. 
Where Freedom dies with them — call these a martyr- 
band I c 2 
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XXXIV. 

But the world heeds them not. Or if, perchance, 
Upon their strife it bend a careless eye, 
It is but as the Roman'^s stoic glance 
Fell on that stage where man'^s last agony 
Was made his sport, who, knowing one must die, 
Recked not *mhich champion; but prepared the strain. 
And bound the bloody wreath of victory, 
To greet the conqueror ; while, with calm disdain. 
The vanquished proudly met the doom he met in vain. 



XXXV. 

The hour of Fate comes on ! and it is fraught 
With this of Liberty, that now the need 
Is past to veil the brow of anxious thought, 
And clothe the heart, which still beneath must bleed. 
With Hope's fair-seeming drapery. We are freed 
From tasks like these by Misery; one alone 
Is left the brave, and rest shall be thy meed, 
Prince, watcher, wearied one ! when thou hast shown 
How brief the cloudy space which parts the grave and 
throne ! 
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XXXVI. 

The signs are full. They are not in the sky, 
Nor in the many voices of the air, 
Nor the swift clouds. No fiery hosts on high 
Toss their wild spears ; no meteor-banners glare. 
No comet fiercely shakes its blazing hair, 
And yet the signs are full : too truly seen 
In the thinnM ramparts, in the pale despair 
Which lends one language to a people^s mien, 
And in the ruin'd heaps where walls and towers have been ! 



XXXVII. 

It is a night of beauty ; such a night 
As, from the sparry grot or laurel-shade, 
Or wave in marbled cavern rippling bright, 
Might woo the nymphs of Grecian fount and glade 
To sport beneath its moonbeams, which pervade 
Their forest-haunts : a night, to rove alone. 
Where the young leaves by vernal winds are sway^'d. 
And the reeds whisper, with a dreamy tone 
Of melody, that seems to breathe from worlds unknown. 
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xxxvra. 

A night, to call from green Elyaum'^s bowers 
The shades of elder bards ; a night, to hold 
Unseen communion with th* inspiring powers 
That made deep groves their dwelling-place of old ; 
A night, for mourners, o^er the hallow'^d mould, 
To strew sweet flowers ; for revellers to fill 
And wreath the cup ; for sorrows to be told, 
Which love hath cherished long ; — ^vain thoughts I be 
stiU! 
— It is a night of fate, stampM with Almighty Will ! 

XXXIX- 

It should come sweeping in the storm, and rending 
The ancient summits in its dread career I 
And with vast billows, wrathfuUy contending. 
And with dark clouds, o'^ershadowing every sphere ! 
— But He, whose footstep shakes the earth with fear. 
Passing to lay the sover^gn cities low. 
Alike in His omnipotence is near. 
When the soft winds o^er springes gre^i pathway blow. 
And when His thunders cleave the monarch-mountain^s 
brow. 
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XL. 

The hea:veiis in still magnificence look down 
On the hushed Bosphorus, whose ocean-stream 
Sleeps, with its paler stars : the snowy crown 
Of far Olympus^, in the moonlight-gleam 
Towers radiantly, as when the Pagan'^s dream 
ThrongM it with gods, and bent th^ adoring knee ! 
— But that is past — and now the One Supreme 
Fills not alone those haunts ; but earth, air, sea. 
And Time, which presses on, to finish his decree. 



XLI. 

Olympus, Ida, Delphi ! ye, the thrones 
And temples of a visionary might, 
Brooding in clouds above your foresUzones, 
And mantling thence the realms beneath with night ; 
Ye have look'^d down on battles ! Fear, and Flight, 
And arm'^d Revenge, all hurrying past below ! 
But there is yet a more appalling sight 
For earth prepared, than ere, with tranquil brow. 
Ye gazed on from your world of solitude and snow ! 
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XLIL 

Last night a sound was in the Moslem camp^ 
And Asians hills re-echoed to a cry 
Of savage mirth ! — Wild horn, and war-steeds'* tramp. 
Blent with the shout of barbarous revelry, 
I'he clash of desert-spears ! Last night the sky 
A hue of menace and of wrath put on. 
Caught from red watch-fires, blazing far and high. 
And countless, as the flames, in ages gone. 
Streaming to heaven's bright queen from shadowy Ler 
banon! 

XLIIL 

But all is stillness now. May this be sleep 
Which wraps those eastern thousands ? Yes, perchance 
Along yon moonlight shore and dark-blue deep. 
Bright are their visions with the Houri''s glance. 
And they behold the sparkling fountains dance 
Beneath the bowers of paradise, that shed 
Rich odours o^er the faithful ; but the lance, 
The bow, the spear, now round the slumberers spread. 
Ere Fate fulfil such dreams, must rest beside the dead. 
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XLIV, 

May this be sleep, this hush ? — ^A sleepless eye 
Doth hold its vigil midst that dusky race ! 
One that would scan th^ abyss of destiny, 
£'*en now is gazing on the skies, to trace. 
In those bright worlds, the burning isles of space, 
Fate's mystic pathway : they the while, serene. 
Walk in their beauty ; but Mohammed's face 
Kindles beneath their aspect 9, and his mien. 
All fired with stormy joy, by that soft light is seen. 



XLV. 

Oh ! wild presumption of a conqueror's dream, 
To gaze on those pure altar-fires, enshiined 
In depths of blue infinitude, and deem 
They shine to guide the spoiler of mankind 
O'er fields of blood ! — But with the restless mind 
It hath been ever thus ! and they that weep 
For worlds to conquer, o'er the bounds assign'd 
To human search, in daring pride would sweep. 
As o'er the trampled dust wherein they soon must sleep. 
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XLVI. 

But ye! that beamed on Fate'^s tremendous night. 
When the storm biu-st o^er golden Babylon, 
And ye, that sparkled with your wonted light 
O^er burning Salem, by the Roman won ; 
And ye, that calmly viewed the slaughter done 
In Rome^s own streets, when Alarie^s trumpet-blast 
Rung through the Capitol ; bright spheres ! roll on ! 
SttU bright, though empires fall ; and bid man cast 
His humbled eyes to earth, and commune with the past. 



XLVII. 

For it hath mighty lessons ! from the tomb. 
And from the ruins of the tomb, and where. 
Midst the wrecked dties in the desert's gloom. 
All tameless creatures make their savage lair. 
Thence comes its voice, that shakes the midnight air. 
And calls up clouds to dim the laughing day. 
And thrills the soul ; — ^yet bids us not despair. 
But make one rock our shelter and our stay, 
Beneath whose shade all else is passing to decay ! 
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XLVIII. 

The hours move on. I see a wavering gleam 
0*er the hushed waters tremulously fall. 
Poured from the Caesars^ palace: now the beam 
Of many lamps is brightening in the hall, 
And from its long arcades and pillars tall 
Soft graceful shadows undulating lie 
On the wavers heaving bosom, and recall 
A thought of Venice, with her moonlight sky, 
And festal seas and domes, and fairy pageantry. 



XLIX. 

But from that dwelling floats no mirthful sound ! 
The swell of flute and Grecian lyre no more. 
Wafting an atmosphere of music round. 
Tells the hushed seaman, gliding past the shore. 
How monarchs revel there 1 — Its feasts are o^er— 
Why gleam the lights along its colonnade ? 
— I see a train of guests in silence pour 
Through its long avenues of terraced shade. 
Whose stately founts and bowers for joy alone were made! 
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L. 

In silence, and in anns ! — With helm — with sword — 
These are no marriage-garments ! — Yet e'en now 
Thy nuptial feast should grace the regal boards 
Thy Georgian bride should wreath her lovely brow 
With an imperial diadem 1^! — ^but thou, 
O fated prince ! art calPd, and these with thee^ 
To darker scenes ; and thou hast learned to bow 
Thine Eastern sceptre to the dread decree, 
And coui\t it joy enough to perish — being free ! 



LI. 

On through long vestibules, with solemn tread, 
As men, that in some time of fear and woe. 
Bear darkly to their rest the noble dead. 
O'er whom by day their sorrows may not flow. 
The warriors pass : their measured steps are slow. 
And hollow echoes fill the marble halls. 
Whose long-drawn vistas open as they go. 
In desolate pomp ; and from the pictured walls. 
Sad seems the light itself, which on their armour falls ! 
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LII. 

And they have reftchM a gorgeous chamber, bright 
With all we dream of splendour ; yet a gloom 
Seems gathered o'*er it to the boding sight, 
A shadow that anticipates the tomb ! 
Still from its fretted roof the lamps illume 
A purple canopy, a golden throne ; 
But it is empty ! — Hath the stroke of doom 
FalPn there already? — Where is He, the One, 
Bom that high seat to fill, supremely and alone ? 



LIII. 

Oh ! there are times whose pressure doth efface 
Earth's vain distinctions ! — when the storm beats loud. 
When the strong towers are tottering to th«r base, 
And the streets rock, — who mingle in the crowd ? - 
— Peasant and chief, the lowly and the proud. 
Are in that throng !-^-Yes, life hath many ah hour 
Which makes us kiiidredj by one chastening bowM, 
And feeling birt, as from the storm we cower. 
What shrinking weakness feels before unbounded power ! 
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LIV. 

Yet then that Power, whose dwelling is on high, 
Its loftiest marvels doth reveal, and speak. 
In the deep human heart more gloriously. 
Than in the bursting thunder ! — Thence the weak, 
They that seem'^d form'^d, as flower-stems, but to break 
With the first wind, have risen to deeds, whose name 
Still caUs up thoughts that mantle to the cheek, 
And thrill the pulse ! — Ay, strength no pangs could 
tame 
Hath look'^d from woman'^s eye upon the sword and flame! 

LV. 

And this is of such hours! — That throne is void. 
And its lord comes, uncrowned. Behold him stand. 
With a calm brow, where woes have not destroy'd 
The Greek'^s heroic beauty, midst his band. 
The gather'^d virtue of a sinking land, 
Alas I how scanty ! — Now is cast aside 
All form €xf princely state ; esach noUe hand 
Is prest by turns in his^: for earthly pride 
The]?e is no room in hearts, where earthly hcfpe hath died ! 
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A moment^s hush — ^and then he speaks — ^he speaks ! 
But not of hope ! that dream hath long gone by: 
His words are full of memory — as he seeks, 
By the strong names of Rome and Liberty^ 
Which yet are living powers that fire the eye, 
And rouse the heart of manhood ; and by all 
The sad yet grand remembrances that lie 
Deep with earth^s buried heroes ; to recall 
The soul of other years, if but to grace their fall! 



LVII. 

His WQids are fidl of fedth l^And thoughts, more hig^ 
Than B;cnne ere knew, now fill his glanrce with light ; 
Thoughts which gire nobler lessons how to die 
Than e^er were drawn from Nature^s haughty might ! 
And to that eye, with all the spirit bright, 
Have theirs replied in tears, which may not eihame 
The bravest in such moments !**-^Ti8 a sight 
Ta maike all earthly splendours -cold and tame^ 
-That generous burst of soul, with its electnc flame! 
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LVIII. 

They weep — those champions of the Cross — they weep, 
Yet vow themselves to death ! — Aye, midst that train 
Are martyrs, privileged in tears to steep 
Their lofty sacrifice ! — The pang is vain, 
And yet its gush of sorrow shall not stain 
A warrior'^s sword. — Those men are strangers herein — 
The homes, they never may behold again, 
Lie far away, with all things blest and dear. 
On laughing shores, to which their barks no more shall 
steer I 

LIX. 

12 Enow'^st thou the land where bloom the orange bowers? 
Where through dark foliage gleam the dtron^s dyes ? 
— It is their own. They see their father^s towers. 
Midst its Hesperian groves in sunlight rise : 
They meet in soul, the bright Italian eyes, 
Which long and vainly shall explore the main 
For their white sail''s return : the melodies 
Of that sweet land are floating o^er their brain — 
— rOh ! what a crowded world one moment may cont^n ! 
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LX. 

Such moments come to thousands-! — few may die 
Amidst their native shades. The young, the brave, 
The beautiful, whose gladdening voice and eye 
Made summer in a parentis heart, and gave 
Light to their peopled homes ; o^er land and wave 
Are scattered fast and far, as rose-leaves fall 
From the deserted stem. They find a grave 
Far from the shadow of th^ ancestral hall, 
-A lonely bed is theirs, whose smiles were hope to all ! 



LXI. 

But life flows on, and bears us with its tide, 
Nor may w^, lin^ring, by the slmnberers dwell, 
Though they were those once blooming at oiu: side 
In youth's gay home ! — Away ! what sound^s deep swell 
0)mes on the wind ? — It is an empire'*s knell. 
Slow, sad, majestic, pealing through the night ! 
For the last time speaks forth the solenm bell. 
Which calls the Christians to their holiest rite. 
With a funereal voice of solitary might 
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LXII. 

Again, and yet again ! — A startling power 
In sounds like these lives ever ; for they bear, 
Full on remembrance, each eventful hour, 
Chequering lifers crowded path. They fill the air 
When conquerors pass, and fearful cities wear 
A mien like joy^s ; and when young brides are led 
From their paternal homes ; and when the glare 
Of burning streets, on midnight^s cloud, waves red. 
And when the silent house receives its guest — the dead^^. 



LXIII. 

But to th6$e tones what thrilling soul was given. 
On that last night of empire ! — As a spell 
Whereby the life-blood to its source is driven, 
Oq the chill'^d heart of multitudes they fell. 
Each cadence seemed a prophecy, to tell 
Of sceptres passing from their line away. 
An ang^Watcher^s long and sad farewell. 
The rpquiem of a faith^s departing sway, 
A throne^s, a nation'^s dirge, a wail for earth'^s decay. 
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Again, and jet again i-^frcnn yon high dome, 
Still the slow peal comes awfully; and they 
Who never more to rest in mortal home, 
Shall throw the breastplate off at fall of day, 
Th^ imperial band, in close and arm^d array, 
As men that from the sword must part no more, 
Take through the midnight streets their silent way. 
Within their ancient temple to adore, 
£re yet its thousand years of christian pomp are o^er. 



LXV. 

It is the hour of sleep: yet few the eyes, 

O'er which forgetfblness her bahn hath shed. 

In the beleaguer'*d city. Stillness lies 

With moonlight, o^er the hills and waters spread. 

But not the less, with signs and sounds of dread. 

The time speeds on. No voice is raised to greet 

The last brave Constantine ; and yet the tread 

Of many steps is in the echoing street. 

And pressure of pale crowds, scarce conscious why they 

meet. 

j)2 
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LXVI. 

Their homes are luxury^s yet : why pour they thence 
With a dim terror in each restless eye ? 
Hath the dread car, which bears the pestilence. 
In darkness, with its heavy wheels, roli'*d by. 
And rocked their palaces, as if on high 
The whirlwind passed ? — From couch and joyous board 
Hath the fierce phantom beckonM them to die ? 
— No ! — what are these ? — for them a cup is poured *^ 
More dark with wrath; — Man comes — the spoiler and 
the sword. 

LXVII. 

Still, as the monarch and his chieftains pass 
Through those pale throngs, the streaming torchlight 

throws 
On some wild form, amidst the living mass. 
Hues, deeply ned, like lava'^s, which disclose 
What countless shapes are worn by mortal woes ! 
Lips bloodless, quivering limbs, hands clasp'd in prayer. 
Starts, tremblings, hurryings, tears ; all outward shows 
Betokening inward agonies, were there : 
— Greeks! Romans! all but such as image brave despair! 
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But high abave that scene, m bright repose, 
And be»ttty borrowing from the torches^ gleams 
A mien of life, yet where no life-blood flows. 
But all instinct with loftier b^ng seems. 
Pale, grand, colossal ; lo ! th^ embodied dreams 
Of yore ! — Grods, heroes, bards, in marble wrought. 
Look down, as powers, upon the wild extremes 
Of mortal passion ! — ^Yet 'twas man that caught. 
And in each glorious form enshrined immortal thought ! 



LXIX. 

Stood ye not thus amidst the streets of Rome ? 
That Rome which witnessM, in her sceptred days. 
So much of noble death ? — ^When shrine and dome. 
Midst clouds of incense, rung with choral lays. 
As the long triumph passM, with all its blaze 
Of regal spoil, were ye not proudly borne, 
O sovereign forms ! concentering all the rays 
Of the soul'^s lightnings ?— did ye not adorn 
The pomp which earth stood still to gaze on and to mourn ? 
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Hath it been thus ? — Or did ye grace the haUs, 
Once peopled by the mighty? — ^Haply there. 
In your still grandeur, from the pillared walls 
Serene ye smiled on banquets of despair, 
Where hopeless courage wrought itself to dare 
The stroke of its deliverance, midst the glow 
Of living wreaths, the sighs of perfumed air, 
The sound of l3n:es, the flower-crowned goblefs flow^*: 
-Behold again ! — high hearts make noUer offerings now! 



LXXI. 

The stately fane is reach''d — and at its gate 
The warriors pause ; on life's tumultuous tide ' 
A stillness falls, while he, whom r^al state 
Hath marked from all, to be more sternly tried 
By suffering, speaks : — each ruder voice hath died. 
While his implores forgiveness ! — " If there be 
One midst y«ur throngs, my people ! — ^whom in pride> 
Or passion, I have wrongM ; such pardon, free 
Aa mortals hope from Heaven, accord that maxxto mef* 



THE LAST CONSTANTINE. 39 



LXXir. 

But all is silence ; and a gush of tears 
Alone replies !*— He hath not been of those 
Who, fear'd by many, pine in secret fears 
Of all ; th** environed but by slaves and foes. 
To whom day brings not safety, night repose, 
For they have heard the voice cry ** Sleep no more r 
Of them he hath not been, nor sudi, as close 
Their hearts to misery, till the time is o*er. 
When it speaks low and kneels th^ oppressor's ^rone 
before! 

LXXIII. 

He hath been loved — but who may trust the love 
Of a degenerate race ? — ^in other mould 
Are cast the free and lofty hearts, that prove 
Their faith through fiery trials. — Yet behold. 
And call him not forsaken ! — Thoughts untold 
Have lent his aspect calmness, and his tread 
Moves firmly to the shrine. — What pomps unfold 
Within its precincts !— Isles and seas have shed 
Their gorgeous treasures there, around th^ imperial dead^ 
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^Tis a proud vision— that most regal jnle 
Of ancient days ! — The lamps are streaming bright 
From its rich altar, down each pillared aisle, 
Whose vista fades in dimness ; but the sight 
Is lost in splendours, as the wavering light 
Developes, on those walls, the thousand dyes 
Of the veined marbles, which array thdr height. 
And from yon dome^^, the lode-star of all eyes. 
Pour such an iris-glow as emulates the skies. 



LXXV. 

But gaze thou not on these; though heaven'^s own hues, 
In their soft clouds and radiant tracery vie ; 
Though tints, of sun-bom glory, may suffiise 
Arch, column, rich mosaic : pass thou by 
The stately tombs, where eastern Caesars lie, 
Beneath their trophies ; pause not here, for know, 
A deeper source of all sublimity 
Lives in man's bosom, than the world can show. 
In nature or in art, above, around, below. 
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Turn thou to mark (tho^ tears may dim thy gaze) 
The steel-clad group before yon altar-stone ; 
Heed not, tho^ gems and gold around it blaze, 
Those heads unhelm'd, those kneeling forms alone. 
Thus bowM, look glorious here. The light is thrown 
Full from the shrine on one, a nation^s lord, 
A sufferer ! — ^but his task shall soon be done — 
E^en now, as Faith'^s mysterious cup is pourM, 
See to that noble brow, peace, not of earth, restored ! 



LXXVII. 

The rite is o'er. The band of brethren part. 
Once — and &t^ once — ^to meet on earth again ! 
Each, in the strength of a collected heart. 
To dare what man may ditre — and know 'tis vain ! 
The rite is o'er: and thou, majestic fane! 
The glory is departed from thy brow ! 
Be clothed with dust ! — ^the- Christian's farewell strain 
Hath died within thy walls ; thy Cross must bow ; 
Thy kingly tombs be spcnl^d ; thy golden shiines laid low I 
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The streets grow stillland lonely— *«nd the star, 
The last bright lingerer in the path of mom, 
Gleams faint ; and in the very lap of war, 
As if young Hope with Twilight's ray were bom, 
Awhile the city sleeps : — ^her throngs, o'erwom 
With fears and watchings, to their homes retire ; 
Nor is the balmy air of dayspnng torn 
With battle-soimds ^7 • the winds in sighs expire. 
And Quiet broods in mists, that veil the sunbeam's fire. 



LXXIX. 

The city sleeps ! — aye ! on the combat's eve. 

And by the scaffold's brink, and midst the swell 

Of angry seas, hath Nature won reprieve 

Thus, from her cares. The brave have slumber'd well, 

And e'en the fearful, in their dimgeon-cell, 

Chain'd between Life and Death I— Such rest be thine, 

For ccmflicts wait thee still ! — Yet who can tell 



In that brief hour, how much of Heaven may shine 
Full on thy spirit's dream ?^-Sleep, weary Constantine ! 



\ 
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Doth the blast rise ?-^the douded East is red, 
As if a storm were gathering; and I hear 
What seems like heavy rain-drops, or the tread, 
The soft and smothered step, of those that fear 
Surprise from ambushed foes. Hark I yet more near 
.It comes, a many-tonM and mingled sound ; 
A rustling, as of winds where boughs are sear, 
A rolling, as of wheels that shake the ground 
From far ; a heavy rush, like seas that burst their bound ! 



LXXXL 

Wake, wake ! They come from sea and shore ascending 
In hosts your ramparts ! Arm ye for the day ! 
Who now may sleep amidst the thunders rending, 
Thro^ tower and wall, a path for their array ? 
Hark ! how the trumpet cheers them to the prey. 
With its wild vcHce, to which the seas reply ! 
And the earth rocks beneath their engine^s sway, 
And the far hills repeat their battle-cry, 
nil that fierce tumult seems to shake the vaulted sky ! 
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They fjEul not now, the generous band, that long 
Have rang'^d their swords around a falling throne ; 
Still in those fearless men the walls are strong, 
Hearts, such as rescue empires, are their own ! 
—Shall those high energies be vainly shown ? 
No ! fit>m their towers th' invading tide is driven . 
Back, like the Red-sea waves, when God had blown 
With his strong winds ^^ ! — the darkJbrow^d ranks are 

riven — 
Shout, warriors of the cross ! — ^for victory is of Heaven ! 

Lxxxm. 

Stand firm I — ^Again the crescent host is rushing. 
And the waves foam, as on the galleys sweep. 
With all their fires and darts, tho^ blood is gushing 
Fast o^er their sides, as rivers to the deep. 
Stand firm !— there yet is hope — ^th' ascent is steep. 
And from on high no shaft descends in vain ; 
— But those that fall swell up the mangled heap, 
In the red moat, the dying and the slain. 
And d*er that fearful bridge th^ assailants mount again 1 



THE LAST CONSTANTINE. 45 



LXXXIV. 

Oh I the dread mingling, in that awful hour, 
Of all terrific sounds ! — the savage tone 
Of the wild horn, the cannon^s peal, the shower 
Of hissing darts, the crash of walls overthrown, 
The deep dull tambour^s beat I — man^s voice alone 
Is there unheard ! Ye may not catch the cry 
Of trampled thousands — prayer, and shriek, and moan. 
All drowned, as that fieirce hurricane sweeps by. 
But swell the unheeded sum earth pays for victory ! 



LXXXV. 

War-clouds have wrapt the city ! — thro' their dun 
Overloaded canopy, at times a blaze. 
As of an angry storm-presaging sun. 
From the Greek fire shoots up ^^ ; and lightning rays 
Flash, from the shock of sabres^ thro' the haze. 
And glancing arrows cleave the dusky air ! 
— ^Aye! thh is in the compass of our gaze, — 
But fearful things, unknown, untold, are there. 
Workings of Wrath and Death, and Anguish, and 
Despair! 
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Woe, sbame and woe !-^A chief, a warrior flies, 
A red-cross champion, bleeding, wild, and pale I 
— Oh God ! that nature^s passing agonies. 
Thus, oW the spark which dies not, should prevail I 
Yes I rend the arrow from thy shattered mail. 
And stanch the blood-drops, Grenoa^s fallen scm^ ! 
Fly swifter yet ! the javelins pour as hail ! 
— But there are tortures which thou canst not shun. 
The spirit is their prey ; — ^thy pangs are but begun ! 



LXXXVIL 

Oh I bappy^ in their home»» the noble dead I 
The seal is set on their majestic fame; 
Earth has drunk deep the generous blood they shed, 
Fate has qo power to dim their stainless name ! 
Thet/ may not, in one bitter moment, shame 
Long glorious years ; from many a lofty stem 
Fall graceful flowers, and eagle-hearts grow tame. 
And stars drop, fading, from the diadem; 
But the bright pcLst is theirs* — there is no change for them ! 
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Where art thou, Constantine? — ^Where Death is reaping 
His sevenfold harvest I Where the stormy light, 
Fast as th^ artiller/s thunderbolts are sweeping, 

■ 

* Throws meteor-bursts o^er battlers noonday-night? 
Where the towers rock and crumble from their h^ht, 
As to the earthquake, and the engines ply 
Like red Vesuvio ; and where human might 
Confronts all this, and slill brave hearts beat high. 

While sc}rmetar8 ring louobn shivering panoply. 



LXXXIX. 

Where art thou, Constantine? — Where christian blood 
Hath bathed the walls in torrents, and in vain ! 
Where Faith and Valour perish in the floods 
Whose bUlows, rising o'er their bosoms, gain 
Dark strength each moment : where the gallant slain 
Around the banner of the cross he strewM, 
Thi(j[ as the vine-leaves on the autumnal plain ; 
Where all^ save one high spirit, is subdued. 
And through the breach press on th' o'erwhelming mul- 
titude. 
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Now is he battling midst a host alone. 
As the last cedar stems awhile the sway 
Of mountain-storms, whose fury hath overthrown 
Its forest-brethren in their green array ! 
And he hath cast his purple robe away, 
With its imperial bearings ; that his sword 
An iron ransom from the chain may pay, 
And win, what haply Fate may yet accord, 

V- 

A soldier^s death, the all now kft an empire^s lord I 



XCI. 

Search for him now, where bloodiest lie the files 
Which once were men, the faithful and the brave ! 
Search for him now, where loftiest rise the piles 
Of shattered helms and shields, which could not save; 
And crests and banners, never more to wave 
In the free winds of heaven I — He is of those 
O^er whom the host may rush, the tempest rave. 
And the steeds trample, and the spearmen dose. 
Yet wake them not ! — so deep their long and last repose I 
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Woe to the vanquished ! thus it hath been still, 
Since Timers first march ! — Hark, hark, a people*s cry ! 
Aye ! now the conquerors in the streets fulfil 
Their task of wrath ! In vain the victims fly ; 
Hark ! now each piercing tone of agony 
Blends in the city's shriek ! — Tlie lot is cast. 
Slaves, 'twas your choice, thus, rather thus, to die. 
Than where the warrior'^s blood flows warm and fast. 
And roused and mighty hearts beat proudly to the last ! . 



XCIII. 

Oh ! well doth Freedom battle ! — Men have made. 
E'en midst their blazing roofs, a noble stand. 
And on the floors, where once their children play'd. 
And by the hearths, round whidi their household band 

• At evening met; aye! struggling hand to hand. 
Within the very chambers of their sleep, 
Tlkere have they taught the spoilers of the land, 
In chainless hearts what fiery strength lies deep. 

To guard free homes ! — ^but ye ! kneel, tremblers ! kneel, 
and weep ! 
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^Tis eve — the stonn hath died — ^the valiant rest 
Low on their shields; the day^s fierce work is done. 
And blood-stainM seas and burning towers attest 
Its fearful deeds. An ^npire^s race is run I 
Sad, midst his glory, looks the parting sun 
Upon the captive dty* Hark ! a swell 
(Meet to proclaim barbaric war-fields won) 
' ^ft fierce triumphal sounds, that wildly tell, 
'The Soldan comes within the Caesars'* halls to dwell ! 



XCV. 

Yes ! with the peal of cymbal and of gong. 
He comes, — the Mosleni treads those ancient halls ! 
But all is stillness there, as Death had long 
Been lord alone within those gorgeous walls« 
And half that silence of the grave appals « 

The conqueror's heart. Aye, thus with Triumph^s hour. 
Still comes the boding whisper, which recalls 
A thought of those impervious clouds that lowV 
O'er Grandeur's path, a sense of some far mightier Power! 
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" The owl upon Afrasiab^s towers hath sung 
Her watch-song^ and around th' imperial throne 
The spider weaves his web 21 !" Still darkly hung 
That verse of omen, as a prophet'^s tone, 
O'er his flushed spirit. Years on years have flown 
To prove its truth: kings pile their domes in air. 
That the coil'd snake may bask on sculptured stone. 
And nations clear the forest, to prepare 
For the wild fox and wolf more stately dwellings there ! 



XCVII. 

But thou ! that on thy ramparts proudly dying. 
As a crown*d leader in such hours should die, 
Upon thy pyre of shivered spears art Ipng, 
With the heavens o'er thee for a canopy. 
And banners for thy shroud !— No tear, no sigh, 
Shall mingle with thy dirge ; for thou art now 
Beyond vicissitude ! Lo ! reared on high. 
The Crescent blazes, while the Cross must bow ; 
But where no change can reach, there, Constantine, art 
thou ! 

e2 



52 THE LAST CONSTANTINE. 



XCVIII. 

" After life's fitful fever thou sleep'st well !" 
We may not mourn thee I— Sceptred chiefs, from whom 
The earth received her destiny, and fell 
Before them trembling — to a sterner doom 
Have oft been called. For them the dungeon's gloom, 
With its cold starless midnight, hath been made 
More fearful darkness, where, as in a tomb. 
Without a tomb^s repose, the chain hath weighed 
Their very soul to dust, with each high power decayed. 



XCIX. 

Or in the eye of thousands they have stood. 
To meet the stroke of Death — but not like thee ! 
From bonds and scaffolds hath appealed their blood, 
But thou didst fall unfetter'd, armM, and free. 
And kingly, to the last ! — And if it be, 
That, from the viewless world, whose marvels none 
Return to tell, a spirit's eye can see 
The things of earth ; still may'st thou hail the sun, 
Which o'er thy land shall dawn, when Freedom's fight 
is won ! 
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And the hour comes, in storm ! — A light is glancing 
Far through the forest-god^s Arcadian shades ! 
— ^'Tis not the moonbeam, tremulously dancing, 
Where lone Alpheus bathes his haunted glades; 
A miumur, gathering power, the air pervades. 
Round dark Cithaeron, and by Delphrs steep ; 
— 'Tis not the song and lyre of Grecian maids, 
Nor pastoral reed that lulls the vales to sleep, 
Nor yet the rustling pines, nor yet the sounding deepi 



CI. 

Arms glitter on the mountains, which, of old. 
Awoke to freedom's first heroic strain. 
And by the streams, once crimson as they roll'd 
The Persian helm and standard to the main ; 
And the blue waves of Salamis again 
Thrill to the trumpet ; and the tombs reply, 
With their ten thousand echoes, from each plain, 
Far as Platsea's, where the mighty lie, 
Who crown'*d so proudly there the bowl of liberty 22! 
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Bright land, with glory mantled o^er by song ! 
Land of the vision-peopled hills and streams, 
And fountains, whose deserted banks along. 
Still the soft air with inspiration teems ; 
Land of the graves, whose dwellers shall be themes 
To verse for ever ; and of ruin'd shrines, 
That scarce look desolate beneath such beams. 
As bathe in gold thine ancient rocks and pines ! 
-When shall thy sons repose in peace beneath their vines? 



CIIL 

Thofn wert not made for bonds, nor shame, nor fear ! 
— Do the hoar oaks and dark-green laurels wave 
0''er Mantinea^s earth ?— doth Pindus rear 
His snows, the sunbeam and the storm to brave ? 
And is there yet on Marathon a grave ? 
And doth Eurotas lead his silvery line 
By Sparta''s ruins? — And shall man, a slave, 
Bow''d to the dust, amid such scenes repine ? 
•If e^er a soil was markM for Freedom''s step — ^'tis thine ! 
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CIV. 

Wash from that soil the stains, with battle-showers! 
— Beneath Sophia^s dome the Moslem prays, 
The crescent gleams amidst the olive-bowers, 
In the Comneni's23 halls the Tartar sways : 
But not for long ! — the spirit of those days. 
When the three hundred made their funeral pile 
Of Asians dead, is kindling, like the rays 
Of thy rejoicing sun, when first his smile 
Warms the Parnassian rock, and ^ds the Delian isle. 



CV. 

If then ^tis given thee to arise in might, 
Trampling the scourge, and dashing down the chain. 
Pure be thy triumphs, as thy name is bright ! 
The cross of victory should not know a stain ! 
So may that faith once more supremely reign. 
Through which we lift our spirits from the dust ! 
And deem not, e^en when virtue dies in vain. 
She dies forsaken ; but repose our trust 
On Him whose ways are dark, unsearchable — but just. 



NOTES. 



Note 1. 
While Ismael*s hofw, SfC. 



■:.. The army of Mahomet the Second^ at the siege of Con- 
stantinople^ was thronged with fanatics of all sects and 
nations^ who were not enrolled amongst the regular troops. 
The sultan himself marched upon the city fi*om Adrianople ; 
but his army must have been principally collected in the 
Asiatic provinces^ which he had previously visited. 



Note 2. 
Bring voine, bring odours, Sfc, 



Hue vina^ et unguenta^ et nimium brevis 
Flores amoense ferre jube rosse. 

Hor. lib. ii. od. S. 
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Notes. 
From the Seven Towers, Sfc. 

The Castle of the Seven Towers is mentioned in the By- 
zantine history^ as early as the sixth century of the Christian 
era^ as an edifice which contributed materially to the de- 
fence of Constantinople ; and it was the principal bulwark 
of the town on the coast of the Propontis, in the later 
periods of the empire. For a description of this buildings 
see Pouqtieviile s Travels. 

Note 4. 
With its long march of sceptred imagery. 

An allusion to the Roman custom of carrying in pro- 
cession^ at the funerals of their great men^ the images oS 
their ancestors. 

Note 5. 
The Roman cast his glittering mail avoay. 

The following was the ceremony of consecration with 
which Decius devoted himself in battle. He was ordered 
by Valerius, the pontifex maximus^ to quit his military 
habit^ and put on the robe he wore in the senate. Valerius 
then covered his head with a veil ; commanded him to put 
forth his hand under his robe to his chin^ and^ standing 
with both feet upon a javelin, to repeal these words : '^ O 
Janus, Jupiter, Mars, Romulus, Bellona, and ye Lares and 
Novensiles ! All ye heroes who dwell in heaven, and all ye 
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gods who rule over us and our enemies, especially ye gods 
g( hell ! I honour you, invoke you, and humbly entreat you 
to prosper the arms of the Romans, and to transfer all fear 
and terror from them to their enemies ; and I do, for the 
safety of the Roman people, and their legions, devote my- 
self, and with myself the army and auxiliaries of the enemy, 
to the infernal gods, and the goddess of the earth." De- 
cius then, girding his robe around him, mounted his horse, 
and rode full speed into the thickest of the enemy's bat- 
talions. The Latins were, for a while, thunderstruck at 
this spectacle -, but at length recovering themselves, they 
discharged a shower of darts, under which the consul fell. 

Note 6. 

See Gibbon's animated description of the arrival of five 
Christian ships, with men and provisions, for the succour of 
the besieged, not many days before the fall of Constan- 
tinople. — Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, vol. xii. 
p. 215. 

Note 7. 

As txihen the voind hath blown 
O^er Indian groves, Sfc, 

The summits of the lofty rocks in the Camatic, particu- 
larly about the Ghauts, are sometimes covered with the 
bamboo tree, which grows in thick clumps, and is of such 
uncommon aridity, that in the sultry season of the year the 
friction occasioned by a strong dry wind will literally pro- 
duce sparks of fire, which frequently' setting the woods in 
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a blaze^ exhibit to the spectator stationed in a valley sur- 
rounded by rocks^ a magnificent, though imperfect circle 
of fire. — Notes to Kinderslei/*s Specimens of Hindoo Litera- 
ture, 

Note 8. 



The snowy croum 



Of Jar Olymptis, Sfc. 

Those who steer their westward course through the 
middle of the Propontis may at once descry the high lands 
of Thrace and Bithynia, and never lose sight of the lofty 
summit of Mount Olympus, covered with eternal snows. — 
Decline and Fall, S^c, vol. iii. p. 8. 

Note 9. 



Mohammed^ s face 



Kindles beneath their aspect, 8^c. 

Mahomet II. was greatly addicted to the study of astro- 
logy. His calculations in this science led him to fix upon 
the morning of the 29th of May as the fortunate hour for 
a general attack upon the city. 



Note 10. 
Thy Georgian bride, SfC, 

Constantine Palseologus was betrothed to a Georgian 
princess ; and the very spring which witnessed the fall of 
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Constantinople had been fixed upon as the time for coin- 
yeying the imperial bride to that city. 

Note 11. 

« 

Those men are strangers here. 

Many of the adherents of Constantine, in his last noble 
stand for the liberties^ or rather the honour, of a fijling 
empire, were foreigners and chiefly Italians. 

Note 12. 
Knofvst thou the land, SfC. 

This and the next line are an almost literal translation 
from a beautiful song of Goethe's : ^ 

Kennst du das land^ wo die zitronen bliihn^ 
Mit dunkeln laub die gold orangen gliihn ? &c. 

Note 13. 

The idea expressed in this stanza is beautifully amplified 
in Schiller's poem " Das Lied der Glocke." 

* 

Note 14. 
Hath the Jierce phantom, Sfc, 

It is said to be a Greek superstition that the plague is 
announced by the heavy rolling of an invisible chariot, heard 



% 



62 NOTES. 

in the streets at midnigfat^ and alse by the appearance of 
a gigantic spectre^ who summons the devoted person by 
name. 

Note 15. 
Ye smiled on banquets of despair. 

Many instances of such badquets^ given and shared by 
persons resolved upon deaths might be adduced fi*om an- 
cient history. That of Vibius Virius^ at Capua, is amongst 
the most memorable. 

Note 16. 
Yon dome, the lode^star ofaU eyes. 

For a minute description of the marbles^ jaspers, and por- 
phyries, employed in the construction of St. Sophia, see 
The Decline and Fall, &c,« vol. vii. p. 120. 



Note 17. 

Nor is the balmy air qfdayspring torn 
With battle-sounds, Sfc. 

The assault of the city took place at day-break^ and the 
Turks were strictly enjoined to advance in silence^ which 
had also been commanded, on pain of death, during the 
preceding night. This circumstance is finely alluded to by 
Miss Baillie, in her tragedy of Constantino Palaeologus : 
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** Silent shaU be the march : nor drum^ nor trump^ 
Nor clash of arms, shall to the watchful foe 
Our near approach betray : silent and soft> 
As the pard's velvet foot on Lybia's sands. 
Slow stealing with crouch'd shoulders on her prey." 

Constantine Paiceologus, Act ir, 

** The march and labour of thousands** must, however, as 
Gibbon observes, '* have inevitably produced a strange con- 
fusion of discordant clamours, which reached the ears of 
the watchmen on the towers.*' 



Note 18. 
The dark-brofw'd ranks are riven. 

*' After a conflict of two hours, the Greeks still main- 
tained and preserved their advantage," says Gibbon. The 
strenuous exertions of the janizaries first turned the fortune 
of the day. 

Note 19. 
From the Greek fire shoots upf SfC, 

" A circumstance that distinguishes the siege of Con- 
stantinople is the re-union of the ancient and modern 
artillery. The bullet and the battering-ram were directed 
against the same wall; nor had the discovery of gunpowder 
superseded the use of the liquid and unextinguishable fire." 
— Decline and Fail, &c., vol. xii. p. 213. 
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Note 20. 
And stanch the Hoodrdrops, Genoa $ fallen jm/ 



€€ 



The immediate loss of Constantiiiqile may be ascribed 
to the boDety or arrow^ which pieroed the ganntlet of John 
JuBtiiiiaiu (a Genoese chief). The sight of his bloody and 
exquisite pain, s^palled the oomage of the diief, whose 
arms and coonsels were the firmest rampart of the dty." — 
Dedine and Fall. &c., voL xiL p. 229. 



, Note 21. 

The awl upon AJranab*s towers hath sung 
Her tfMtch'Song, Sfc. 

Mahomet II*, on entering, after his victory, the palace 
of the Byzantine emperors, was stron^y impressed with 
the silence and desolation which reigned within its pre- 
cincts. '^ A mehmcholy reflection on the Tidssitndes of 
human greatness forced itself on his mind, and he repeated 
an elegant distich ci Persian poetry : ^ The spider has wove 
his web in the imperial palace, and the owl hath sung 
her watch-song on the towers of Afrasiab.'*' — Decline and 
Fall, 8ic.j vol. xiL p. 240. 



Note 22. 
The Bowl of Liherty — 

One of the ceremonies by which the battle of Plataea 
was annually commemorated was, to crown with wine a 
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cup called the Bowl of Liberty, which was afterwards 
poured forth in libation. 

Note 23. 
In the ComnenJts halts — 

The Comneni were amongst the most distinguished of 
the families who filled the Byzantine throne in the declining 
years of the eastern empire. 
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ILYSIUM. 



^^ In the Elysiom of the ancients, we find none but heroes &nd persohs 
Who had either be^ fortunate or distinguished on earth ; the children, and 
apparently the slaves and lowec classes, tiiat is to say, Pofverty, 'Misfortune, 
and InnoeeBce,were banished to the infernal r^ions.'* 

C/HATEAtTBRiAKD, Ginte du ChrittianufM* 



Pair Wert thou, in the dreams 
Of elder time, thou land of gloiribus flowers^ 
And summer-winds, and low-tcm^d silyery ^tre^ms^ 
pirn with the shadows of thy laurel-bowers ! 

Where, as they pass'd, bright hours 
Left no faint sense of partings such as clings 
To earthly love, and joy in loveliest things ! 
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Fair wert thou, with the light 
On thy Uue hills and aleqpy waters 
From purjde skies ne'er deepemng into night. 
Yet soft, asifeadi moment were their last 

Of gkny, SEuling fiist 
Along the mountains! — but ihjf golden day 
Was not as those that warn us of decay. 

And ever, throq^ thy shades, 
A sweU of deep Eolian sound wait by. 
From fountain-vcnoes in their secret glades, 
And low reed-whiispers, making sweet rqdy 

To summer's breeay s^ ! 
And young leaves trembling to the wind's light tnreath. 
Which ne^er had touch^'d them with a hue of death ! 

And the transparent dcy 
Rung as a dome, all thrilling to the strain 
Of harps that, midst the woods, made harmmiy 
Solemn and sweet ; yet troubling not the brain 

With dreams and yearnings vain. 
And dim remembrances, that still draw Inrth 
From the bewildering music of the earth. 
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And who, with i^ent tread^ 
Mov^d o^er the plains of waving Aq^odel P 
Who, of the hodts, the night-o^erpeopUng dead. 

Amidst the shadowy amaranth-bowers might dwell. 

And listen to the swell 
Of those majestic hymn^notes, and inhale 
The spirit wandering in th^ immortal gale ? 

They of the sword, whose praise, 
With the bright wine at nations^ feasts, went round ! 
They of the lyre, whose imforgott^ lays 
On the mom^s wing had sent their mighty sound, 

And in all regicxis foimd 
Thdr edioes midst the mountains l--*-and become 
In man^s deep heart, as v(ac^ of his home ! 

They of the daring thought i 
Daring and powerful, yet to dust allied ; 
Whose ffi^t thro^ stars, and seas, and depths had sought 
The soul^s far birth-place — ^but without a guide i 

Sages and seers, who died. 
And left the world their high mysterious dreams, 
iBom midst the oHve^woods, by Grecian streams. 
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But they, of whose abode 
Midst her green valley if eurlh retained nd tnce, 
Save a flower springing from their burial-sod, 
A shade of sadness on some kindred facej 

A void and silent place 
In some sweet home ;• — ^thou hadst no wreaths for these, 
Thou sunny land! irith all thy deathless trees ! 

The peasant, at his doot 
Might sink to die, when vintage-feasts were spread. 
And songs on every wind ! — From thy bright shore 
No loveher vi»on floated round his head. 

Thou wert for noUer dead! 
He heard the beundiiig steps wUdif roiind him fell^ 
And inghM t6 bid the feistal sun farewell f 

The slave, whose very tears 
Were a forbidden luxury, and whose breast 
Shut up the woes tod burning thoughts of y^ars. 
As in the ashes of an urn compressed i 

— He might not be thy guest ! 
No gentle breathings from thy distaint sky 
Came o'er his path, and -whisperM " Liberty T 



ELYSIUM 73 

Calm, on its leaf-strewn biei*. 
Unlike a pft of nature to decay, 
Too rose-like still, too beautiful, too dear, 
The child at fest before its mother lay ; 

E''en so to pass away^ 
With its bright smile !^ — Elysium ! what wert thou^ 
To her, who wept o'er that young sluniberer's brow? 

Thou hadst no home, green land ! 
For the fair creature from her bosom gone. 
With life's first flowers just opening in her hand. 
And idl the lovely thoughts <md dreams unknown. 

Which in its clear feye shone 
Like the Spring's wakening ! — But that light was past— 
-—Where went th^ dew-drop^ swept before the blast ? 

Not where thy soft winds play'd. 

Not where thy waters lay in glassy sleep ! 

Fade, with thy bowers, thou land of visions, fade ! 
From thee no voice came o'er the gloomy deep. 

And bade man cease to weep ! 
Fade, with the amaranth-plain, the mjrrtle-grove. 
Which could not yield one hope to sorrowing love ! 
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For the most lovM are they, 
Of whom Fame speaks^not with her clarionp-voice 
In regal halls ! — the shades overhang their way, 
The vale, with its deep fountains, is their choice. 

And gentle hearts rejoice 
Around their steps ! — ^till silently they die. 
As a stream shrinks from summer^s btuning eye. 

And the world knows not then. 
Not then, nor ever, what pure thoughts are fled ! 
Yet these are they, that on the souls of men 
Come back, when night her folding veil hath spread, 

Tlie long-remembered dead ! 
But not with {hee might aught save Glory dwell*-^ 
— Fade, fade away, thou shore of Asphodel I 
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I. 

THE STORM OF DELPHI*. 

Far through the Delphian shades 

An Eastern trumpet rung! 
And the startled eagle rushed on high. 
With a sounding flight through the fiery sky. 
And banners, o^er the shadowy glades. 

To the sweeping winds were flung. 

Banners, with deep-red gold 

All waving, as a flame. 
And a fitful glance from the bright spear-head 
On the dim wood-paths of the mountain shed. 
And a peal of Ada^s war-notes told 

That in arms the Persian came. 

* See the account dted from Herodotus, in Mitford*s Greece. 
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He came, with starry gems 

On his quiver and his crest; 
With starry gems, at whose heart the day 
Of the cloudless orient burning lay. 
And they cast a ^eam cm the laurel-stems, 

As miward his thousands |Hiess^d. 

But a gloom fell o^'er th^ wqr^ 

And a heavy moan wait by ! 
A moan, yet not like the wind^s low swell. 
When its voice grows wild amidst cave and ddl. 
But a mortal mufmur of dismay. 

Or a warrior^i^ <ly^g ^h I 

A gloom fell o'er their way ! 

""Twas not the shadow cast 
By the dark pine-bbughs, as they CrossM the blue 
Of the Grecian heavens with their solemn hue ; 
— The air was fiUM with a mightier sway, 

— But oh the speartnen passM ! 

And hollow, to their tre^. 
Came the echoes of the ground, 
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And banners drooped, as with dews overborne. 
And the wailing blast of the battle-horn 
Had an altered cadence, dull and dead, 
Of strange foreboding sound. 

. — But they blew a louder strain, 
When the steep defiles were passM ! 
And afar the crown'd Parnassus rose. 
To shine thro^ heaven with his radiant snows. 
And in golden light the Delphian fane 
Before them stood at last ! 

In golden hght it stood. 

Midst the laurels gleaming lone. 
For the Sun-Gk)d yet, with a lovely smile, 
O'er its graceful pillars look'd awhile, 
Tho' the stormy shade on cliff and wood 

Grew deep, round its mountain-throne. 

And the Persians gave a shout ! 

But the marble- walls replied, 
With a clash of steel, and a sullen roar 
Xiike heavy wheels on the ocean-shore, * 
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And a mrage tnimpet^s note peil*d out, 
TiU their heaurto for4emr died I 

On the annoiir of the God, 
Then a viewless hand was laid; 
There were hdm and spear, with a rJjmging ^^ 
And corslet brought from the shrine within. 
From the inmost shrine of the dread abode, 
And before its finont arrayVL 

And a sudden aknoe fdl 

Thro* the dim and loaded air ! 
On the wild InnTs wing, and the myrtle-spray. 
And the very founts, in their silvery way. 
With a waght of sleep came down the speil. 

Till man grew breathless there. 

But the pause was broken soon ! 

'Twas not by song or lyre ; 
For the Delphian maids had left their bowers, 
And the hearths were lone in the city's towers. 
But there burst a sound thro' the misty noon. 

That battle-noon of fire ! 



STORM OF DELPHI. 79 

It burst from earth and heaven ! 

It roUM from crag and cloud ! 
For a moment of the mountain-blast, 
With a thousand stormy voices passM, 
And the purple gloom of the sky was riven, 

When the thunder peal'^d aloud. 

And the lightnings in their play 

Flashed forth, like javelins thrown ; 
Like sun-darts winged from the silver bow, 
They smote the spear and the turban'd brow, 
And the bright gems flew from the crests like spray, 

And the banners were struck down ! 

And the massy oak-boughs crash'd 

To the fire-bolts from on high, 
And the forest lent its billowy roar, 
While the glorious tempest onward bore. 
And lit the streams, as they foam''d and dash'd. 

With the fierce rain sweeping by. 

Then rush*d the Delphian men 
On the pale and scattered host ; 
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Like the joyouB burst of a dashing wave^ 
They rushed from the dim Corycian cave, 
And the singing blast o*er wood and glen 
RollM on, with the spear$ they tossed* 

There were cries of wild dismay, 
There were shouts of warrior-glee. 
There were savage sounds of the tempest^s mirth, 
That shook the realm of their eagle-birth ; 
But the mount of song, when they died away, 
Still rose, with its temple, free ! 

And the Paean swellM ere long, 

lo Paean ! from the fane ; 
lo Paean ! for the war-array. 
On the crowned Parnassus riven that day ! 
— Thou shalt rise as free, thou mount of song ! 

With thy bounding streams again* 
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II. 



THE BOWL OP LIBERTY*. 

Before the fiery sun^ 
The sun that looks on Greece with cloudless eye, 
In the free air, and on the war-field won, 
Our fathers crown'd the Bowl of Liberty. 

Amidst the tombs they stood. 
The tomba of heroes I with the solemn skies. 
And the wide plain around, where patriot-blood 
Had steeped the soil in bues of sacrifice. 

They call'd the glorious dead, 
In the strong faith which brings the viewless nigh. 
And pour'^d rich odoiu's o^er their battle-bed, 
And bade them to the rite of Liberty. 



* This and the following piece appeared originally in the New Monthly 
Magazine. 
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They called them from the shades, 
The golden fruited shades, where minstrels tell 
How softer light th*^ immoptal clime pervades. 
And music floats o'er meads of Asphodel. 

Then fSast the bngUt-red wine * 
Flowed to their names who taught the world to die. 
And made the land's gre^n tui;f a living shniie^ 
Meet for the wr^th and Bow} of l^xij^ 

% 

So the rejoi^g e^ajp^ 
Took from her vines again the blood she gave. 
And richer flowerd U^ deek tfie tqeah 4rew bkth 
From t)ie ^?e?, soiU thus hi^iBr'4 1^ ^ lliRV^ 

We have the battl^^fid^ 
The tombs, the names, the blue majestic sky. 
We have the fount;^^e fm:ple vii^^^g^yi^dai 
— iWhei^ shf^U we cromi the Bowl of libes^ ! 



* For an accouivt of Uus ceremony, aadently per^mniB^ in ooi|i- 
memoration of the battle of Plataea, see Patterns Antiquities of Greece^ 
ToL i. p. 889. 
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III. 



THE VOICE OF SCIO. 



A VOICE from Scions isle, 
A voice of song, a vcHce of old. 
Swept far as doud or biUow roU^d^ 

And earth was husb^d the wUle* 

The souls of nations woke ! 
Where lies the land whose hills among. 
That voice of Victory hath not rui^. 
As if a trumpet spoke? 

To sky, and sea, and shore 
Of those whose blood, on Ilion^s plain^ 
Swept from the rivers to the main, 

A glorious tale it bore. 
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Still, by oar sun-bright deep. 
With all the fiune that fiery lay 
' Threw round them, in its rushing way. 
The sons of battle sleep. 

And kings their turf have crown'^d ! 
And jnlgrims o^er the foaming wave 
Brought gariands there : so rest the brave. 

Who thus their bard have found ! 

A voice from Scions isle, 
A voice as deep hath risen again ! 
As fEur shall peal its thrilling strain. 

Wherever our sun may smile ! 

Let not its tones expire ! 
Such power to waken earth and heaven, 
And might and vengeance neVr was ^ven 

To mortal song or lyre I 

Know ye not whence it comes ? 
— From ruin'd hearths, from burning fanes. 
From kindred blood on yon red plains, 

From desolated homes ! 
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'Tis with us through the night! 
'Tis on our hills, 'tis in our sky— 
-—Hear it, ye heavens ! when swords flash high, 

O'er the mid-waves of fight ! 
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IV. 



THE SPARTAN'S MARCH*. 



^* The Spartans used not the trumpet in their march into battle, says 
Thucydides, because they wished not to excite the rage of their warriors. 
Thdr charging-step was made to the ^ Dorian mood of flutes and soft 
recorders.* The valour of a Spartan was too hi^y tempered to require 
a stunning or rousing impulse. His spirit was like a steed too proud 
for ifae spur."— 'Campbell oh the Elegiac Poetry of the Greeks. 



*TwAs mom upon the Grecian hills, 
Where peasants dressed the vines, 

Sunlight was on Cithseron^s rills, 
Arcadians rocks and pines. 

And brightly, through his reeds and flowers, 

Eurotas wander'^d by. 
When a sound arose from Sparta'^s towers 

Of solemn harmony. 

* Originally published m the Edinburgh Magazine. 
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Wte it the hunters* chofal strain 

To the woodlaticU^oddeBS pbur^d t 
Did virgiti^haiids in Pallab^ fane 

Strike thd f oll^aouiiding thxsitd t 

But hebas wsr^ gldneing on 1^ stream. 

Spears ranged in dose arrays 
And shields flung back a gldrious beam 

To the morn of a fearjful doff 1 

And the mountain-echoes of the land 
Swell'*d through the deep-blue sky, 

While to soft strains moved forth a band 
Of men that moved to die* 

They march'd not with the trumpet's blast, 

Nor bade the horn peal out. 
And the laurel-groves, as on they passM, 

Rung with no battle-shout ! 

They ask'd no clarion's voice to fire 
Their souls with an impulse high ; 

But the Dorian reed and the Spartan lyre 
For the sons of liberty ! 
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And still sweet flutes, their path aromid. 

Sent forth Eolian breath ; 
They needed not a sterner sound 

To mardial them for death ! 

So moved they calmly to their field. 

Thence never to return. 
Save bearing back the Spartan shield. 

Or on it proudly borne ! 
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V. 
THE URN AND SWORD; 

They sought for treasures in the tomb. 
Where gentler hands were wont to spread 
Fresh boughs and flowers of purple bloom, 
And sunny rmglets, for the dead*. % 

They scattered far the greensward-heap. 
Where once those hands the bright wine poured ; 
— What found they in the home of sleep ? 
—A mouldering urn, a shivered sword ! 

An urn, which held the dust of one 
Who died when hearths and shrines were free ; 
A sword, whose work was proudly done, 
Between our mountains and the sea. 

And these are treasures !—undismayM, 
Still for the suffering land we trust, 
Wherein the past its fame hath laid. 
With freedom-s sword, and valour's dust. 

* See Potter's Gieeuin Antiquities, voL ii. p. 234, 
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VI. 
THE MYRTLEJIOUGH. 

Still green, alteg our suimy sbor^ 

The flowering m3rrde waves^ 
As when its fragrant bougfad 6f j(Nr^ 

Were offend on th^ graved ; 
The graves, wherein our mighty men 
Had rest, u^tiolated then* 

Still green it warea I as when th^ bealrth 

Was 6tered thitiugfa the land 9 
And fearless was the banquet^s mirth, 

And free the tninBtrePs hand; 
And guests^ with shining myrtle clxiWn'*d^ 
Sent the wreathed lyre and wine^nip rdund. 

Still green ! as when on holy ground 

The tyrants blood was poured : 
— Forget ye not what garlands bound 

The young d^iverer^g sword i 
— Though earth may ^rowd Harmoditis tiow, 
Wc still have sword and myrtle-bough ! 



THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA 



A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Jndicio ha dado esta no vista hazana 
Del valor que en Ids siglos veniderofl 
TendziA Ids HijoB de la fiierte 
Hijos de tal padres herederos. 

HaUd sola en Numanda todo quanto 

Debe con justo titulo cantarse, 

Y lo que puede dar materia al canto. 

Nufnancia de Cervantes, 



ADVERTISEMENT, 



The history of Spain records two instances of the 
severe and self-devoting heroism, which forms the sub* 
ject of the following dramatic poem. The first of these 
occurred at the siege of Tarifa, which was defended in 
129^ for Sancho, KingofCastile, during the rebellion 
of his brother, Don Juan, by Guzman, sumamed the 
Grood *• The second is related of Alonso Lopez de 
Texeda, who, until his garrison had been utterly dis- 
abled by pestilence, maintained the city of Zamora for 
the children of Don Pedro the Cruel, against the forces 
of Henrique of Trastamara -f-. 

Impressive as were the circumstances which distin- 
guished both these memorable sieges, it appeared to 

* See Quintana*8 ' Vidas de Espanoles celebres,' p. S3, 
t See the Preface to Southey's ^ Chronicle of the Cid.' 
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the author of the following pages that a deeper in* 
terest, as well as a stronger colour of naticmality might 
be imparted to the scenes in which she has feebly at- 
tempted << to describe hi^ paanons and high actions ;^ 
by connecting a religious feeling with the patriotism 
and high-minded loyalty which had thus been proved 
<< faithful unto death,^ and by surrounding her ideal 
dramatis personam with recollections derived from the 
lieroic kgenda of SpamA chivalry*. She has, tot this 
imMon, employed the agency of imaginary diaractera, 
asid fixed upon ^< Valencia dd CidT as the scene to 
give them 

«« A kerf MikBtkm and ■ nma** 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Alvar Gonzalez . 


. Go^mor of Valencia, 


Alphonso "^ 
Carlos 3 


. His Sons. 


Hernandez . . . 


. ji Priest. 


Abdullah . . . 


CA Moorish Prince, Chief of the 
t Army besieging Valencia. 


Garcias .... 


. A Spanish Knight. 


Elmina • • • • 


• iVife to Gonzalez^ 


^^■^B •■■ ABA ••^b^ A^b V V V V 

XlMENA • • • • 


• Her Daughter. 


Theresa . . . 


. An Attendant, 



Citizens^ Soldiers^ Attendants, Sfc. 



THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



SCENE L 

Room in a Palace of Valencia. 
XiMENA singing to a Lute. 

BALLAD. 

** Thou hast not been with a festal throng. 
At the pouring of the wine ; 
Men bear not from the Hall of Song, 
A mien so dark as thine ! 

— There 's blood upon thy shield. 
There 's dust upon thy plume, 
— Thou hast brought, from some disastrous field. 
That brow of wrath and gloom !** 



ti 



And is there blood upon my shield ? 
—Maiden ! it well may be ! 

H 
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We have sent the streams from our battle-field, 
All darken'*d to the sea ! 
We have given the founts a stain, 
Midst their woods of ancient pine ; 

And the ground is wet — ^but not with r^n. 
Deep-dyed — ^but not with wine ! 



<€ 



The ground is wet — bilt not with rain — 

We have been in war array, 
And the noblest blood of Christian Spain 
Hath bathed her soii to-day. 
I have seen the strong man die, 
And the stripling meet his fate. 
Where the mouHtain-wiiids go soundifig t^. 
In the Ronoesvalles^ Strait 



^^ In the gloomy RonoesvsIW Stirak 
There are helms and lances deft ; 
And they that moved at mom date 
On a bed ^ heath are left 1 
There ''s many a fair young face, 
Which the war steed hath gone o'er ; 
At many a board there is kept a place 
For those that come no moi^ P , 
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^^ Alas! for love, tsrwov^m's brea^^i^ 
If woe like this muBt be I 
— Hast thou seen a youth with an eagle crest, 
And a white plume wa^g free ? 
With his proud quick flashing ^e, 
Aoid his men of kpighitly 9t9|£ ? 
Doth he come from where thie swprds fl^h'4 high. 
In the JioncepyaUes" glttr^it?^^ 

^* In the gloomy RcHicesv^Jlefi^ Strait 
I saw and marjc^d him well ; 
For nobly on his steed he sate, 
When the pride of manhood fell ! 
— But it is mit youth which turns 
From the field of spears again ; 
For the boy's high hestrt too wildly burns, 
Till it rests amidst thie .^lajm !^ 

<< Thou canst .^gct my th^^t he lies jtow, 
The Ipveily and the h^v^ ! 
Oh ! none could look on his joyous brow, 
And think upon the ^a-ve ! 
Dork, dark perchance the day 
Hath beeiji wiith v^dour's fate. 
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But A^ is on his homeward way. 
From the Roncesralles^ Strait T 

" There is dust upon his joyous brow, 
And o^er his graceful head ; 
And the war-horse will not wake him now, 
Tho' it bruise his greensward bed ! 
— I have seen the stripling die. 
And the strong man meet his fate, 
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by. 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait!^ 



Elmina enters. 



ELMINA. 

Your songs are not as those of other days, 
Mine own Ximena ! — ^Where is now the young 
And buoyant spirit of the mom, which once 
Breath'd in your spring-like melodies, and woke 
Joy's echo from all hearts? 

XIMENA. 

My mother, this 
Is not the free air of our mountain-wilds ; 
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And these are not the halls, wherein my voice 
First poured those gladdening strains, 

ELMINA. 

* Alas ! thy heart 
(I see it well) doth sicken for the pure 
Free-wandering breezes of the joyous hills, 
Where thy young brothers, o'er the rock and heath. 
Bound in glad boyhood, e'en as torrent-streams 
Leap brightly from the heights. Had we not been 
Within these walls thus suddenly begirt. 
Thou shouldst have tracked ere now, with step as light. 
Their wild wood-paths. 

XIMENA. 

I would not but have shared 
These hours of woe and peril, tho' the deep 
And solemn feelings wakening at their voice. 
Claim all the wrought-up spirit to themselves. 
And will not blend with mirth. The storm doth hush 
All floating whispery sounds, all bird-notes wild 
0' th' summer-forest, filling earth and heaven 
With its own awful music. — And 'tis well !- 
Should not a hero's child be train'd to hear 
The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
In the fix'd face of Death without dismay ? 
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BLMINA. 

Woe ! woe ! that augfat so gentle and so young 
Should thus be call'^d to stand T the tempest'^s path, 
And bear the token and the hue of death 
On a bright soul so soon ! I had not shrunk 
From mine own lot, but thou, my child, shouldst move 
As a light breeze of heaven, thro' summer-bowers. 
And not o'er foaming UUows. We are fallen 
On dark and evil days ! 

XIMENA. 

Aye, days, that wake 
All to their tasks ! — Youth may not loiter now 
In the green walks of spring; and womanhood 
Is summonM unto conflicts, heretofore 
The lot of warrior-souls. But we will take 
Our toils upon us nobly ! Strength is bom 
In the deep olence of long-suffering hearts ; 
Not amidst joy. 

ELMINA. 

Hast thou some secret woe 
That thus thou speak^st ? 

XIMENA. 

What sorrow should be mine, 
Unknown to thee ? 
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ELMINA. 

Alas ! the baleful air 
Wherewith the pestilence in darkness walks 
Thro* the devoted city, like a blight 
Amidst the roae-tints. of thy cheek hath fallen. 
And wrought ao early withering l-^Thou hast crossed 
The paths of Death, and ministered to tboae 
O'er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye 
Hath changed its glancing sunbeam for a still, 
.Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath caught 
A wild and high expression, which at times 
Fades unto desoUte calmness, most unlike 
What youth's bright mi^n should wear. My gentle <^d I 
I look on thee in fear ! 

XIMENA, 

Thou hast no cause 
To fear for me. When the wild clash of steel, 
And the deep tambour, and the heavy step 
Of armed men, break on our morning dreams ; 
When, hour by hour, the noble and the brave 
Are falling round us, and we deem it much 
To ^ve them funeral-rites^ and call them blest 
If the good sword, in its own stormy hour. 
Hath done its work upon them, ere disease 
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Had chill*d their fiery blood ; — ^it is no time 
For the light mien wherewith, in happier hours, 
We trod the woodland mazes, when young leaves 
Were whispering in the gale. — My Father comes — 
Oh ! speak of me no more. I would not shade 
His princely aspect with a thought less high 
Than his proud duties claim. 



Gonzalez enters. 

ELMINA. 

My noble lord ! 
Welcome from this day's toil ! — ^It is the hour 
Whose shadows, as they deepen, bring repose 
Unto all weary men ; and wilt not thou 
Free thy mailed bosom from the corslet's weight. 
To rest at fall of eve ? 

GONZALEZ. 

There may be rest 
For the tired peasant, when the vesper-bell 
Doth send him to his cabin, and beneath 
His vine and olive, he may sit at eve. 
Watching his children's sport : but unto him 
Who keeps the watch-place on the mountain-hdght, 
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When Heaven lets loose the storms that diasten realms 
— Who speaks of rest ? 

XIMEKA. 

My father, shall I fill 
The wine-cup for thy lips, or bring the lute 
Whose sounds thou lovest ? 

60NZAL£Z; 

If there be strains of power 
To rouse a spirit, which in triumj^ant scorn 
May cast off nature's feebleness, and hold 
Its proud career unshackled, dashing down 
Tears and fond thoughts to earth ; give voice to those ! 
I have need of such, Ximena ! we must hear 
No melting music now* 

XIMENA. 

I know all high 
Heroic ditties of the elder time. 
Sung by the mountain-Christians ^, in the holds 
Of th' everlasting hills, whose snows yet bear 
The print of Freedom^s step ; and all wild strains 
Wherein the dark serranos * teach the rocks 
And the pine forests deeply to resound 

• '' Serranos,'* mountaineers. 
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The praise of later dhaoBipioiH. Wouldst dioit bear 
The warHsong of thine ancestor, the Cid ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Aye, speak of him; for in that name is power. 
Such as might rescue kingdoms! Speak of him I 
We are his children I They that can kM>k back 
r th^ annals of their house on such a name. 
How diould ih^ take dishonour by the hand, 
And o^er the threshold of their father's haUs 
First lead her as a guest ? 

ELMINA. 

Oh, why is this? 
How my heart sinks ! 

GONZALEZ. 

It must not fail thee yet^ 
Daughter of heroes ! — thine inheritance 
Is strength to meet all conflicts* Thou canst number 
In thy long line of glorious ancestry 
Men, the bright offering of whose blood hath made 
The ground it bathed e'en as an altar, ^dienoe 
High thoughts shall rise for ever. Bore they not, 
Midst flame and sword, thdur witness of the Cross, 
With its victorious inspiration girt 
As with a conqueror s robe, till th^ infidel 
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Overawed, shrank back before them ? — ^Aye, the earth 
Doth call them martyrs, but t?keir agonies 
Were of a moment, tortures whose brief aim 
Was to destroy, within whose powers and scope 
Lay nought but dust«-^^And earth doth call them martyrs ! 
Why, Heaven but claim'd their blood, their lives, and not 
The things which grow as tendrils round their hearts ; 
No, not their children I 

ELMINA. 

Mean'st thou ? — ^know'st thou aught ? — 
I cannot utter it^^My sons I my sons ! 
Is it of them 1 — Oh I wouldst thou speak of them ? 

GONZALEZ. 

A mother^s heart divineth but too well ! 

ELMIKA. 

Speak, I adjure thee ! — I can bear it all. — 
Where are my children? 

GONZALEZ. 

In the Moorish camp 
Whose lines have girt the city. 

XIMENA. 

But they live ? 
—All is not lost, my mother ! 

ELMINA. 

Say, they live. 
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GONZALEZ. 

Elmina, still they live. 

ELMINA. 

But captives 1 — ^They 
Whom my fond heart had imaged to itself 
Bounding from cliff to cliff amidst the wilds 
Where the rock-eagle seem'^d not more secure 
In its rejoicing freedom ! — And my boys 
Are captives with the Moor ! — Oh ! how was this? 

GONZALEZ. 

Alas ! our brave Alphonso, in the pride 
Of boyish daring, left our mountain-halls, 
With his young brother, eager to behold 
The face of noble war* Thence on th&r way 
Were the rash wanderers captured. 

ELMINA. 

*Tis enough. 
— And when shall they be ransom'd? 

GONZALEZ. 

There is askM 
A ransom far too high. 

ELMINA. 

What ! have we wealth 
Which might redeem a monarch, and our sons 
The while wear fetters?— Take thou all for them, 
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And we will cast our worthless grandeur from us. 
As 'twere a cumbrous robe ! — ^Why, thou art one, 
To whose high nature pomp hath ever been 
But as the plumage to a warrior's helm, 
Worn or thrown off as lightly. And for me, 
Thou knowest not how serenely I could take 
The peasant's lot upon me, so my heart, 
Amidst its deep affections undisturbed. 
May dwell in silence. 

XIMENA. 

Father ! doubt thou not 
But we will bind ourselves to poverty. 
With glad devotedness, if this, but this. 
May win them back. — Distrust us not, my father ! 
We can bear all things. 

GONZALEZ. 

Can ye bear disgrace ? 

XIMENA. 

' We were not bom for this. 

GONZALEZ. 

No, thou sayst well ! 
Hold to that lofty faith. — My wife, my child ! 
Hath earth no treasures richer than the gems 

_ I ■ 

Tom from her secret caverns ? — If by them 
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Chains may be riven, then let the eaptive flpriog 
Rejoicing to tlie light !^— But he, for whom 
Freedom and life maj but be worn with shame. 
Hath nought to do, save fiearksnly to fix 
His stedfast look on the majestic heavens. 
And proudly die ! 

EIiMINA« 

Gonaaleg, wko must die? 
GONZALEZ {hurrtedfy\. 
They on whose lives a fearful price is set. 
But to be pmd by tTeaaon !*-*>l0lt enough ? 
Or must I yet seek wcfds? 

Thou canst not mea n 

I do>! why dwells there not 
Power in a glance to speak it?-^They must die ! 
They — ^must their names be tolil^^Q^r fow must4i# 
Unless I yield the city ! 

Oh I lookupi 
My mother, &xik not dius !<-'^Btil the gvave 
Shut from our »ght its victims, there is hope. 
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1ELMINA (in « low voice). 
Whose knell was in the breeze ? — ^No, no, not theirs / 
Whose was the blessed ^ince that spoke of hc^ ? 
— And there is hopel — I will not be subdued — 
I will not hear a whisper of despair I 
For Hatune is all-powerful, and her breath 
Moves like a quickening qpirit o^er the depths 
Within a father's heart.— Thou too, Gonzalez, 
Wilt tell me there is hope I 

GO^ZAiMZ {solemnlt/). 

Jlope but in Him 
Who bade the patriarch lay his fiur young son 
Bound oa die shrmeof sacrifice, and when 
The bright steel quivered m <the fajther^'d hand 
Just raised to strike, sent tarih his iawful voice 
Through the still clouds, and on the breathless air. 
Commanding to withhold I — £arth bas no hope, 
It rests with E[im. 

EliMINA. 

TAou canst not tell me this ! 
Thou father of my sons, within whose hands 
Doth lie thy diildren'^s fate. 

GONZALfiZ. 

If there have bean 
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Men in whose bofloms Natiire^s voioe hadi made 

Its accents as the scAtary sound 

Of an oVrpowering torrent, silencing 

Th** austere and yet divine remonstrances 

Whispered by faith and honour, hft thy hands. 

And, to that Heaven, which arms the brave with strength^ 

Pray, that the father of thy sons may ne^er 

Be thus found wanting I 

ELMINA. 

Then their doom is sealM ! 
Thou wilt not save thy children? 

GONZALEZ. 

Hast thou causey 
Wife of my youth ! to deem it lies within 
The bounds of possible things, that I should link 
My name to that word — traitor ? — They that sleep 
On their proud battle-fields, thy sires and mine. 
Died not for this ! 

ELMINA. 

Oh, cold and hard of heart ! 
Thou shouldst be bom for empire, since thy soul 
Thus lightly from all human bonds can free 
Its haughty flight I — ^Men ! men ! too much is yours 
Of vantage ; ye, that with a sound, a breath, 
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A shadow, thusr can fill the desolate space 
Of rooted up affections, o'er whose void 
Our yearning hearts must wither ! — So it is. 
Dominion must be won ! — ^Nay, leave me not — 
My heart is bursting, and I must be heard ! 
Heaven hath given power to mortal agony 
As to the elements in their hour of might 
And mastery o^er creation !— Who shall dare 
To mock that fearful strength ?— I must be heard ! 
Give me my sons ! 

GONZALEZ. 

That they may live to hide 
With covering hands th^ indignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men shall speak of him 
They call'^d their father ! — ^Was the oath, whereby, 
On th^ altar of my faith, I bound myself, 
"^th an unswerving spirit to maintain 
This free and christian city for my Grod, 
And for my king, a writing traced on sand? 
That passionate tears should wash it from the earth. 
Or e'en the life-drops of a bleeding heart 
Efface it, as a billow sweeps away 
The last light vessePs wake? — Then never more 
Let man'^s deep vows be trusted ! — though enforced 

I 
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By all th^ appeab of high remembnuioeB, 

And gilent claims o^ th^ sepulchres^ wherein 

His fathers with their stainless glory sleep, 

On their good swcxrds ! Thinkst thou / feel no pangs ? 

He that hath ^ven me scms, doth know the heart 

Whose treasure she recalls. — Of this no more. 

^Tis vain. I tell thee that th^ inviolate cross 

Still, from our ancient temples, must look up 

Through the blue heavens of Spain, though at its foot 

I perish, with my race. Thou darest not ask 

That I, the son of warriors — men who died 

To fix it on that fm>ud supremacy-— 

Should tear the sign of our victorious fiiith. 

From its high place of sunbeams, for the Moor 

In impious joy to trample ! 

ELMINA. 

Scorn me not 
In mine extrem,e of misery ! — Thou art strong-— 
Thy heart is not as mine. — My brain grows wild ; 
I know not what I ask ! — And yet 'twere but 
Anticipating fate — since it must fall. 
That cross must fall at last ! There is no power. 
No hope within this city of the grave. 
To keep its place on high. Her sultry air 
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Breathes heavily of death, her warriors sink 

Beneath their ancient banners, ere the Moor 

Hatli bent his bow against them ; for the shaft 

Of pestilence flies more swiftly to its mark, 

Than the arrow of the desert. EVn the skies 

Overhang the desolate splendour of her domes 

With an ill omen's aspect, shaping forth, 

From the dull clouds, wild menacing forms and signs 

Foreboding min. Man might be withstood, 

But who shall cope with famine and disease. 

When leagued with armed foes ? — Where now the aid, 

Where the long-promised lances of Castile ? 

-^We are forsaken, in our utmost need. 

By heaven and earth forsaken ! 

GONZALEZ. 

If this be, 
(And yet I will not deem it) we must fall 
As men that in severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part, and bound themselves to death. 
Through high conviction that their suffering land. 
By the free blood of martyrdom alone. 
Shall call defiverance down* 

£LMINA. 

Oh ! I have stood 

I 2 
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Beside tbee through the beating storms of life. 
With the true heart of unrepining love, 
As the poor peasant'^s mate doth cheerily. 
In the parchM vineyard, or the harvest-field. 
Bearing her part, sustain with him the heat 
And burden of the day ; — But now the hour. 
The heavy hour is come, when human strength 
Sinks down, a toil-worn pilgrim, in the dust. 
Owning that woe is mightier ! — Spare me yet 
This bitter cup, my husband ! — Let not her. 
The mother of the lovely, sit and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken stem, 
O'^er its falPn roses dying 1 

GONZALEZ. 

Urge me not, 
Thou that through all sharp conflicts hast been found 
Worthy a brave man'*s love, oh ! urge me not 
To guilt, which through the midst of blinding tears. 
In its own hues thou seest not ! — Death may scarce 
Bring aught like this ! 

ELMINA. 

All, all thy gentle race, 
' The beautiful beings that ground thee grew, 
Creatures of sunshine ! Wilt thou doom them all ? 
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— She too, thy daughter — doth her smile unmarked 
Pass fipom thee, with its radiance, day by day? 
Shadows are gathering round her — seest thou not ? 
The misty dimness of the spoiler's breath 
Hangs o*er her beauty, and the face which made 
The summer of our hearts, now doth but send. 
With every glance, deep bodings through the soul, 
Telling of early fate. 

GONZALEZ. 

I see a change 
Far nobler on her brow ! — She is as one, 
Who, at the trumpet's sudden call, hath risen 
From the gay banquet, and in scorn cast down 
The wine-cup, and the garland, and the lute 
Of festal hours, for tihe good spear and helm. 
Beseeming sterner tasks. — Her eye hath lost 
The beam which laugh'd upon th' awakening hearty 
E'en as mom breaks o'er earth. But far within 
Its full dark orb, a light hath sprung, whose source 
Lies deeper in the soul. — And let the torch 
Which but illumed the glittering pageant, fade ! 
The altar-flame, i' th' sanctuary's recess. 
Bums quenchless, being of heaven ! — She hath put on 
Courage, and faith, and generous constancy, 
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Ev^n as a breastplate. — Aye, men look on her, 
As she goes forth serenely to her tasks. 
Binding the warrior^s wounds, and bearing fresh 
Cool draughts to fevered lips ; they look on her. 
Thus moving in her beautiful array 
Of gentle fortitude, and bless the fair 
Majestic viidon, and unmurmuring turn 
Unto their heavy toils. 

ELMINA. 

And seest thou not 
In that high faith and strong collectedness, 
A fearful inspiration? — They have cause 
To tremble, who behold th** unearthly light 
Of high, and, it mav be, prophetic thought. 
Investing youth with grandeur ! — From the grave 
It rises, on whose shadowy brink thy child 
Waits but a father^s hand to snatch her back 
Into the laughing sunshine. — Kneel with me, 
Ximena, kneel beside me, and implore 
That which a deeper, more prevailing voice 
Than ours doth ask, and will not be denied ; 
— His children's lives! 

i 
XIMENA. 

Alas ! this may not be. 
Mother! — I cannot. [Exit Ximena. 
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ff 

GONZALEZ. 

My heroic child I 
— A terrible sacrifice thou claim^st, O God ! 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts 
Nature is strong as death ! 

ELMINA. 

Is ^t thus in thine ? 
Away! — ^what time is given thee to resolve 
On ? — ^what I cannot utter !— Speak ! thou know^st 
Too well what I would say. 

GONZALEZ. 

Until — ask not ! 
The time is brief. 

ELMINA. 

Thou saidst — I heaixl not right — 

GONZALEZ. 

The time is brief. 

ELMINA. 

What ! must we burst all ties 
Wherewith the thrilling chords of life are twined ; 
And, for this task^s fulfilment, can it be 
That man, in his cold heartlessness, hath dared 
To number and to mete us forth the sands 
Of hours, nay, momemts ? — Why, the sentenced wretch, 
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He on whose soul there rests a brother^s blood 
Poured forth in slumber, is allowM more time 
To wean his turbulent passions from the world 
His presence doth pollute I —It is not thus ! 
We must have Time to school us. 

GONZALEZ. > 

We have but 
To bow the head in ralence, when Heaven's voice 
Calls back the things we love* 

ELMINA. 

Love ! love ! — there are soft smiles and gentle words. 

And there are faces, skilful to put on 

The look we trust in — and 'tis mockery all ! 

— ^A faithless mist, a desert-vapour, wearing 

The brightness of dear waters, thus to cheat 

The thirst that semblance kindled ! — There is none. 

In all this cold and hollow world, no fount 

Of deep, strong, deathless love, save that within 

A mother's hearts — It is but pride, wherewith 

To his fair son the father's eye doth turn, 

Watching his growth. Aye, on the boy he looks. 

The bright glad creature springing in his path. 

But as the heir of his great name, the young 

And stately tree, whose rising strength ere long 
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Shall bear his trophies well. — And this is love ! 

This is marC^ love ! — What marvel ? — you ne'er made 

Your breast the pillow of his infancy, 

While to the fulness of your heart's glad heavings 

His fair cheek rose and fell ; and his bright hair 

Waved softly to your breath ! — You ne'er kept watch 

Beside him, till the last pale star had set^ 

And mom, all dazzling, as in triumph, broke 

On your dim weary eye ; not yours the face 

Which, early faded thro' fond care for him. 

Hung o'er his sleep, and, duly as Heaven's light. 

Was there to greet his wakening ! You ne'er smooth'd 

His couch, ne'er sung him to his rosy rest. 

Caught his least whisper, when his voice from yours 

Had leam'd soft utterance ; press'd your lip to his, 

When fever parch'd it ; hush'd his wayward cries, 

With patient, vigilant, never-wearied love ! 

No ! these are *woman^ tasks ! — In these her youth. 

And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart. 

Steal from her all unmarked ! — My boys ! my boys ! 

Hath vain affection borne with all for this ? 

— Why were ye given me? 

GONZALEZ. 

Is there strength in man 
Thus to endure ? — That thou couldst read, thro' all 
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Its depths of silait agony, the heart 
Thy voice of woe doth rend ! 

ELMINA. 

Thy heart I — thy heart I — ^Away 1 it feels not now! 

But an hour comes to tame the mighty man 

Unto the infant s weakness ; nor shall Heaven 

Spare you that bitter chastening ! — May you hve 

To be alone, when loneliness doth seem 

Most heavy to sustain ! — For me, my voice 

Of prayer and fruitless weeping shall be soon 

With all forgotten sounds ; my quiet jdace 

Low with my lovely ones, and we diall sleep, 

Tho^ kings lead armies o'er us, we shall sle^. 

Wrapt in earth^s covering mantle ! — ^you the while 

Shall At within your vast, forsaken halls. 

And hear the wild and melancholy winds 

Moan thro^ their drooping banners, never more 

To wave above your race. Aye, then call up 

Shadows — dim phantoms from ancestral tombs. 

But all — all glorious — conquerors, chieftains, kings — 

To people that cold void ! — And when the strength 

From your right arm hath melted, when the blast 

Of the shrill clarion gives your heart no more 

A fiery wakening ; if at last you pine 

For the glad voices, and the bounding steps. 
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Once thro' your home re-echoing, and the clasp 

Of twining arms^ and all the joyous light 

Of eyes that laugh'^d with youth^ and made your board 

A place of sunshine ; — ^When those days are come, 

Then, in your utter desolation, turn 

To the cold world, the smiling, faithless world. 

Which hath swept past you long, and bid it quench 

Your soul^s deep thirst mthjamef immortal Jime '' 

Fame to the sick of heart l-^-a gorgeous robe, 

A crown of victory, unto him that dies 

P th' burning waste, for water ! 

GONZALEZ. 

This Scorn ihee f 
Now the last drop of bitterness is poured. 
Elmina — I forgive thee ! [Eadt Elmina. 

Aid me. Heaven ! 
From whom alone is power! — Oh ! thou hast set 
Duties, so stem of aspect, in my path. 
They almost, to my startled gaze, assume 
The hue of things le$s hallow*d ! Men have sunk 
Unblamed beneath such trials ! — Doth not He 
Who made us know the limits of our strength ? 
My wife ! my sons! — Away! I must not pause 
To give my heart one moment'^s mastery thus 1 

[Exit Gonzalez. 
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Scene — The Aisle of a Gothic Church. 
Hernandez, Garcias, and others. 

HERNANDEZ. 

The rites are closed. Now, valiant men, depart, 
Each to his place — I may not say, of rest ; 
Your faithful vi^s for your sons may win 
What must not be your own. Ye are as those 
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit. But bless'^d be they who toil 
For after-days! — All high and holy thoughts 
Be with you, warriors, thro' the lingering hours 
Of the night-watch ! 

GARCIAS. 

Aye, father ! we have need 
Of high and holy thoughts, wherewith to fence 
Our hearts against despair. Yet have I been 
From youth a son of war. The stars have look'd 
A thousand times upon my couch of heath, 
. Spread midst the wild sierras, by some stream 
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Whose dark-red waves looVd e'en as tho* their source 

Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins 

Of noble hearts ; while many a knightly crest 

Roird with them to the deep. And in the years 

Of my long exile and captivity, 

With the fierce Arab, I have watch'^d beneath 

The still, pale shadow of some lonely palm, 

At midnight,, in the desert; while the wind 

Sweird with the lion's roar, and heavily 

The fearfulness and might of solitude 

Pressed on my weary heart. 

HERNANDEZ (tJumgJltfully). 

Thou litde know'st 
Of what is solitude ! — I tell thee, those 
For whom — in earth's remotest nook — however 
Divided from their path by chain on chain 
Of mighty mountains, and the amplitude 
Of rolling seas — ^diere beats one human heart, 
There breathes one being unto whom their name 
Comes with a thrilling and a gladdening sound 
Heard o'er the din of life ! are not alone ! 
Not on the deep, nor in the wild, alone ; 
For there is that on earth with which they hold 
A brotherhood of soul ! — Call him alone. 
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Who stands shut out frcHn this! — ^And let not those 
Whose homes are bright with sunshine and with love. 
Put on the insolence of happiness, 
Glorying in that proud lot ! — ^A lonely hour 
Is on its way to each, to all ; for Death 
Knows no companionship. 

OARCIAS. 

I hare looked on Death 
In field, and storm, and flood. But never yet 
Hath aught weighed down my spirit to a mood 
Of sadness, dreaming o'er dark auguri^ 
Like this, our watch by midnight* Fearfiil things 
Are gathering round us. Death upon the earth. 
Omens in Heaven l--^The simuner-skies put forth 
No clear bright stars above us, but at times. 
Catching some comet's fiery hue of wrath^ 
Marshal their clouds to armies, traversing 
Heaven with the rush <^ meteor-steeds, the array 
Of spears and banners, tossing like the pines 
Of Pyrenean forests, when the storm 
Doth sweep the mountains. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Aye, last night I too 
Kept vigil, gazing on the angry heavens ; 
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And I beheld the meeting and the shock 

Of those wild hosts T th^ air, when, as they closed, 

A red and sultry mist, like that which mantles 

The thunder^s path, fell o'er them. Then were flung 

Thro^ the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth. 

And chanots seem'^d to whirl, and steeds to nnk. 

Bearing down crested warriors. But all this 

Was dim and shadowy ;-^then swift darkness rudi'd 

Down on th' unearthly battle, as the deep 

Swept o'er the Egyptian's armament — I looked — 

And all that fiery field of plumes and spears 

Was blotted from heaven's face I — I look'd again-— 

And tram the brooding mass of cloud leaped forth 

One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea 

Shook with strange motion, such as earthquakes give 

Unto a rocking citadel ! — I beheld. 

And yet my spirit sunk not. 

GARCIAS. , 

Neither deem 
Thatmine hath blaich'd. — But these are sights and sounds 
To awe the firmest. — Know'st thou what we hear 
At midnight from the walls? — ^Were't but the deep 
Barbaric horn, or Moorish tambour's peal, 
Thence might the warrior's heart catch impulses. 
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Quickening its fiery currents. But our ears 
Are pierced by other tones. We bear tbe knell 
For brave men in their nocm of strength cut down. 
And the shrill wail of woman, and the dirge 
Faint swelling thro^ the streets. Then e^en the air 
Hath strange and fitful murmurs of lament. 
As if the viewless watchers of the land 
Sighed on its hollow breezes ! — To my soul. 
The torrent-rush of battle, with its din 
Of trampling steeds and ringing panoply, 
Were, after these faint sounds of drooping woe. 
As the free sky'^s glad music unto him 
Who leaves a couch of sickness. 

HERNANDEZ (nntk Solemnity). 

If to plunge 
In the mid-waves of coinbat, as they bear 
Chargers and spearmen onwards ; and to make 
A reckless bosom^s front the buoyant mark 
On that wild current, for ten thousand arrows; 
If thm to dare were valour^s noblest aim, 
Lightly might fame be won ! — but there are things 
Which ask a spirit of more exalted pitch. 
And courage tempered with a holier fire ! 
Well mayst thou say, that these are fearful times. 
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Therefore be firm, be patient !— There is strength^ 

And a fierce instinct, e'en in common souls, 

To bear up manhood with a stormy joy, 

When red swords meet in lightning ! — But our task 

Is more, and nobler ! — We have t6 endure, 

And to keep watch, and to arouse a land. 

And to defend an altar ! — If we fall. 

So that our blood make but the millionth part 

Of Spain's great ransom, we may count it joy 

To die upon her bosom, and beneath 

The banner of her faith ! — Think but on this. 

And gird your hearts with silent fortitude. 

Suffering, yet hoping all things — ^Fare ye well. 

OARCIAS. 

Father, farewell. [Exeunt Garcias and hisfolUmers. 

H£RNAND£Z. 

These men have earthly ties 
And bondage on their natures 1 — To the cause 
Of God, and Spain's revenge, they bring but half 
Their ener^es. and hopes. But he whom Heaven 
Hath call'd to be th' awakener of a land. 
Should have his soul's affections all absorbed 
In that majestic purpose, and press on 
To its fulfilment, as a mountain-b(»m 
And mighty stream, ^ath all its vassal-rills 
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Sweeps proudly to the ocean, paumng not 
To dally with the flowers. 

Hark! What quick step 
0)mes hurrying through the gloom at this dead hour ? 

Elmina enters. 

ELMINA. 

Are not all hours as one to misery ? — Why 
Should she take note of time, for whom the day 
And night have lost their blessed attributes 
Of sunshine and repose ? 

HBRMAMJ>EZ. 

I know thy griefe ; 
But there are trials for the noble heart 

Wherein its own deep fountains must supply 
All it can hope of comfort. Pity's voice 
Comes with vain sweetness to th* unheeding ear 
Of anguish, e'en as music heard afar 
On the green shore, by hun who perii^es 
Midst rocks and eddying waters. 

ELMINA. 

Think thou not 
I sought thee but for pity. I am come 
For that which grief is privileged to demand 
With an imperious claim, from all whose form. 
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Whose humaa form, doth seal them unto suffering ! 
Father! I ask thine aicL 

HERNANDEZ. 

There is no aid 
For thee or for thy children, but with Him 
Whose presence is around us in the cloud, 
As in the shining and the glorious light. 

EI^MINA. 

There is no aid ! — Att tbou a man of God P 

Art thou a man of sorrow— (fcnr the world 

Doth call thee such) —and hast thou not been taught 

By Grod and sorrow — mighty as they are, 

To own the claims of misery ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

Is there power 
With me to save thy sons? — Implore of Heaven ! 

ELMINA. 

Doth not Heaven wcnrk its purposes by man ? 
I tell thee, thou canst save them ! — Art thou not 
Gonzalez^ counsellor ?-— Unto him thy words 
Are e'en as oracles 

HERNANDEZ. 

And therefore ? — Speak ! 

The noble daughter of Felayo's line 

k2 
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Hath nought to ask, unworthy of the name 
Which is a nation^s haitage. — Dost thou slmnk? 

ELMINA. 

Have jnty on me, father! — I must speak 

That, from the thought of whidi, but yesterday, 

I had recoird in tcom ! — But this is past. 

Oh ! we grow humble in our agonies, 

And to the dust — ^their birth-place — bow the heads 

That wore die crown of glory I — I am weak — • 

My chastening is far more than I can bear. 

HERNANDEZ. 

These are no times fcnr weakness. On our hills 
The ancient cedars, in their gatherM might, 
Are battling with the tempest ; and the fLower 
Which cannot meet its driving blast must die. 
— But thou hast drawn thy nurture from a stem 
Unwont to bend or break. — Lift thy proud head. 
Daughter of Spain I — What wouldst thou with thy Icvd? 

ELMINA. ■ ■ ^ 

Look not upon me thus I— -I have no power ' ' 

To tell thee. Take thy keen disdainful eye 
Off from my soul ! — What ! am I sunk to this ? 
I, whose blood sprung from heroes ! — How my sons 
Will scorn the mother that would bring disgrace 
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On their majestic line ! — My sons ! my sons ! 

— ^Now is all else forgotten !— I had once 

A babe that in the early spring-time lay 

Sickening upon my bosom, till at last. 

When earth'^s young flowers were opening to the sun, 

Death sunk on his meek eyelid, and I deem'^d 

AU sorrow light to mine ! — But now the fate 

Of all my children seems to brood above me 

In the dark thunder-clouds ! — Oh ! I have power 

And voice unfaltering now to speak my prayer 

And my last lingering hope, that thou shouldst win 

The father to relent, to save his sons ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

By yielding up the city ? 

ELMINA. 

Rather say 
By meeting that which gathers close upon us 
Parchance one day the sooner ! — Is ""t not so ? 
Must we not yield at last ? — How long shall man 
Array his single breast against disease, 
And famine, and the sword ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

How long ? — While he, 
Who shadows forth his power more gloriously 
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In the high deeds and sufieringg ct the aotd, 

Than in the circluig heavens, with all their starsy 

Or the far-sounding deep, doth send abroad 

A spirit, which takes affliction f(M* its mate, 

In the good cause, with scdemn joy! — How long? 

'—And who art tkouj that, in the littleness 

Of thine own selfish purpose, would'st set bounds 

To the free current of all noUe thought 

And generous action, bidding its bright waves 

Be stay'^d, and flow no further ? — But the Power 

Whose interdict is laid on seas and orbs. 

To chain them in frc»n wandering, hath assigned 

No limits unto that which man'^s high strength 

Shall, through its aid, achieve ! 

ELMINA. 

Oh ! there are times, 
When all that hopeless courage can achieve 
But sheds a mournful beauty o^er the fate 
Of those who die in vain. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Who dies in vain 
Upon his country's war-fields, and within 
The shadow of her altars ? — Feeble heart ! 
I tell thee that the voice of noble blood. 
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Thus poured far faith and freedom, hath a tone 
Which, from the night of ages, from the gulf 
Of death, shall burst, and make its high appeal 
Sound unto earth and heaven ! Aye, let the land. 
Whose sons, through centuries of woe, have striven. 
And perish'd by her temples^ sink awhile, 
Boome down in conflict !-!-But immortal seed 
Deep, by heroic suffering, hath been sown 
On all her ancient hills ; and generous hope 
Knows that the atxl, in its good time, shall yet 
Bring forth a gl(»ious harvest !— ^Earth receives 
Not one red drop, from fedthful hearts, in vain. 

EIiMlNA. 

Then it must be ! — ^And ye will make those lives. 
Those young bright lives, an offering — to retard 
Our doom one day ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

The mantle of that day 
May wrap the fate of Spain ! 

ELMINA. 

What led me here ? 
Why did I turn to thee in my despair ? 
Love hath no ties upon thee ; what had I 
To hope from thee, thou lone and childless man! 
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G^ to thy alent home! — there no yoimg Toioe 
Shall bid thee wdoome, no light footstep spring 
Forth at the sound of thine! — What knows thy heart? 

H£RNAND£Z. 

Woman! how dar^st thou taunt me with my woes? 
Thy children too shall perish, and I say 
It shall be well ! — Why tak'^st thou thought fcnr them? 
Wearing thy heart, and wasting down thy life 
Unto its dregs, and making night thy time 
Of care yet more intense, and casting health. 
Unprized, to melt away, T th^ bitter cup 
«Thou minglest for thyself? — Why, what hath earth 
To pay thee back for this ? — Shall they not live, 
(If the sword spare them now) to prove how soon 
All love may be forgotten ? — ^Years of thought. 
Long faithful watchings, looks of tenderness. 
That changed not, though to change be this world^s law ? 
Shall they not flush thy cheek with shame, whose blood 
Marks, e'en like branding iron ? — to thy sick heart 
Make death a want, as sleep to weariness? 
Doth not all hope end thus ?— or e'en at best. 
Will they not leave thee ? — ^far from thee seek room 
For th' overflowings of their fiery souls. 
On life's wide ocean ?— Give the bounding steed. 
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Or the winged bark to youth, that his free course 
May be o^er hills and seas ; and weep thou not 
In thy forsaken home, for the bright world 
Lies all before him, and be sure he wastes 
No thought on thee I 

ELMINA. 

Not so ! it is not so ! 
Thou dost but torture me ! — My sons are kind. 
And brave, and gentle. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Others too have worn 
The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet ; 
I will be calm, and thou shalt learn how earth. 
The fruitful in all agonies, hath woes 
Which far outweigh thine own. 

ELMINA. 

f It may not be! 

Wkoie grief is like a mother'^s for her sons P 

HERNANDEZ. 

My son lay stretched upon his battle-bier. 

And there were hands wrung o^er him, which had caught 

Their hue from his young blood ! 

ELMINA. 

What tale is this ? 
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Read you no reocxtk in thk miav ^ things 
Whose traces on man^s aspect are not such 
As the breeze leaves on wat^ ? — ^Loftf birth, 
War, peril, power ? — ^Affliction's hand is BtONrng, 
If it erase the haughty characters 
They grave so deep! — I have not always been 
That whidhi I axa^ The name I bore is not 
Of those which perish ! — I was once -a diief-^ 
A warrior ! — nor as now, a londy man ! 
I was a father ! 

BLMINA. 

Then thyheart cmjeel ! 
Thou wilt have pity! 

HERNANDEZ> 

Should I pity t/^e 9 
Thy sons will perish gloriously — their blood ^ 

ELMINA. .. : 

Their blood! my children's Uood! — Thou speak'st as 

'twere 
Of casting down a wine-^up, in the mirth 
And wantonness of feasting l^^^My fair boys ! 
— Man ! hast ilum been « fadier ? 



SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 139 

HBRKAKBEZ. 

Let them die ! 
Let them die ncm^ thy children ! so thy heart 
Shall wear their beautiful image all undimm^d, 
Within it, to the last I Nor shalt thou learn 
The bitter lesson, of what worthless dust 
Are framed the idols, whose false gloiy binds 
Earth^s fetter on our souls 1 — Thou think^st it much 
To mourn the early dead ; but there are teans 
Heavy with deeper anguish! We endow 
Those whom we We, in our fond passionate bHndness, 
1/Vlth power upon our souls, too absolute ^ 

To beamortal^fttruflt! Within their hands 
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone 
Can reach our hearts, and they are merciful, 
As they are strong, that wield it not to pierce us ! 
— ^e^ fear them, fear the loved ! — Had I but wept 
O'^er my son'^s gra^c, as o^er a babe^ where tears 
Are as spring dew-drops, gUttoring in the sun, 
And brightening the young verdure, / might still 
Ebve loved and trusted ! 

BLMINA {disdainfully). 

But he fell in war ! 
And hath not glory medicine in her cup 
For the brief pangs of nature ? 
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HERMAMDE2. 

Glory !— Peace, 
And listen ! — -By my side the stripling grew. 
Last of my line. I reared him to take joy 
I^ th^ blaze of arms, as eagles train thor youi^ 
To look upon the day-king ! — His quick blood 
Ev^n to his boyish cheek would mantle up, 
Whea the heavens rang with trumpets, and his eye 
Flash with the spirit of a race whose deeds->- 
— But this availeth not ! — ^Yet he was farave. 
I Ve seen him dear himself a path in fight 
As lightning through a forest, and his plume 
Waved like a torch, above the battle-storm. 
The soldier^s guide, when princely crests had sunk^* 
And bannereT'Were struck down. — Around my steps 
Floated his fame, Uke music, and I lived 
But in the lofty sound. But when my heart < .^ 

In one frail ark had ventured all, when most 
He seemed to stand between my soul and heaven, 
— Then came the thunder-stroke ! 

ELMINA. 

'Tis ever thus ! 
And the unquiet and foreboding sense 
That thus 'twill ever be, doth link itself 
Darkly with all deep lovel-r-He died? 
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HERNANDEZ. 

Not so! 
— ^Death ! Death ! — Why, earth should be a paradise, 
To make that name so fearful ! — Had he died, 
With his young fame about him for a shroud, 
I had not learned the might of agony. 
To bring proud natures low ! — No ! he fell off — 
—Why do I tell thee this?— What right hast ihou 
To learn how passed the glory from my house ? 
Yet listen ! — He forsook me ! — He, that was 
As mine own soul, forsook me ! trampled o^er 
The ashes of his sires ! — Aye, leagued himself 
E^en with the infidel, the curse of Spain, 
And, for the dark eye of a Moorish maid^ 
Abjured his faith, his God ! — Now, talk oMeath ! 

ELMINA. 

Oh! I can pity thee 

HERNANDEZ. 

There ^s more to hear, 
I braced the corslet o'er my heart's deep wound. 
And cast my troubled spirit on the tide 
Of war and high events, whose stormy waves 
Might bear it up from sinking; 
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BLMINA. 

And ye met 
No more? 

HERNANDEZ. 

Be 8till ! — We did! — we met once mate. 
God had his own high purpose to fulfil^ 
Or think'^^sti thou ib$t ithe sun in his bright heaven 
Had looked u^(m such things ?-^We met ctnce more. 
— ^That Wjas an hour to leave its li^tmng*mark 
Seared upon brain and bosom i-^-^there had been 
Combat on^ £bh>^8 banks, and wb^i the day 
Sank in red cloud%itf«diedfix»n afield'. 
Still held by Moixdah: llmees^ Night clof^d roimdy 
A night of sultry, dprkil^esa) in di^ ibfulDw' ' 

Of whoife httkd lnng» evHi unto death i strove ' 
Long with a turban'd champion; but my sword 
Was heavy with God's vengeance — ^and prevaU'^d. 
He fell — my heart exmlted— and I stood 
In gloomy tiatum^ o'er hiim-^ Nature gave 
No sign of h(»Tcn?, for ^tw«i^ Heaven's decree I ; , ' 
He strove to speak— but I had done tibie work 
Of wrath too well — ^yet in bis last de£^ moan 
A dreadful something of familiar sound 
Came o'er my shuddering sense. — The moon look'd forth, 
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And I beheld — speiak ndt! — ^was he — my pon! 
My boy lay dyiiig tha:^ ! He raised one ghuoce, 
And knew me — ^for h^ sought with feeble hand 
To cover his glazed eyes. A darker veil 
Sank o^er them soon.-^I will not have thy look 
Fix'd on me thus !— Away ! 

ELMINA. 

Thou hast seen this, 
Thou hast done this — ^and yet thou Uv^st ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

I Hvei 
And know'st thou wherefore ? — On my soul there fell 
A horror of great darkness, which shut out 
All earth, and heaven, and hope. I cast awayr 
The spear and helm^ and made the cloist^^ jdhade 
The home of my despair* But a deep voice 
Came to me through the gloom, and sent its tones 
Far through my bosom'*^ depths* And I awoke. 
Aye, as the mountain cedar doth shake ofiP 
Its weight of wintry snow, e^en so I shook 
Desp(»idence from my soul, and knew myself 
SeaTd by that blood wherewith my hands were dyed. 
And set apart, and fearfully marked out 
Unto a mighty task ! — To rouse the soul 
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Of Spain, as from the dead ; and to lift up 
The cross, her sign of victory, on the hills. 
Gathering her sons to battle ! — ^And my voice 
Must be as freedom's trumpet on the wind% 
From Roncesvalles to the blue sea-waves 
Where Calpe looks on Afric; tsll the land 
Have filPd her cup of vengeance ! — Ask me now 
To 3rield the Christian dty, that its fanes 
May rear the minaret in the face of Heaven ! 
—But death shall have a bloodier vintage-feast 
Ere that day come ! 

I ask thee this no more. 
For I am hopeless now.— But yet one boon — 
Hear me, by*Wl thy woes f — Thy vcnce hath power 
Through the wide city — ^here I cannot rest : — 
Aid me to pass the gates ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

And wherefore ?. 

ELMINA. 

Thou, 
•That wert a father, and art now — alone ! 
Canst tfiou ask ^ wherefore P^ — Ask the wreteh whose sands 
Have not an hour to run, whose failing limbs 
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Have but one earthly journey to^perfoem, 

Why, on his pathway to the place of death. 

Aye, when the very axe is glistening cold 

Upon his dizzy sight, his pale, parched lip 

Implores a cup of water ? — ^Why, the stroke 

Which trembles o^er him in itself shall bring 

Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies 

Nature'*s last prayer ? — I tell thee that the thirst 

Which bums my spirit up is agony 

To be. endured no more ! — ^And I mtist look 

Upon my children's faces, I must hear 

Their voices, ere they perish ! — But hath Heaven 

Decreed that they mitst perish ? — ^Who shall say 

If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 

Which prayers and tears may melt P 

HERNANDEZ. 

There ! — mih the Moor ! 
Let him fill up the measure of his guilt ! 
— ^Tis madness all ! — How wouldst thou pass th' array 
Of armed foes P 

ELMINA. 

Oh ! free doth sorrow pass. 
Free and unquestioned, through a suffering world! 2 

L 
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This must not be. Endujgh of woe is kid 

E^en now, upon thy kivd- s heroic soul, 

For man to bear, unanking. Press thou not 

Too heavily th' oWbmtheil'^d heart — ^Away ! 

Bow down the knee, and send thy prayers for strengA 

Up to Heaven^s gfite. — ^Farewell ! 

[Eofit HxaNANDEZ. 

Are dft men thus ? 
— ^Why, wer'^t not better they should faU e^ea now 
Than lire to shut their hearts, in haughty sooni. 
Against the sufferer^s pleadings ? — But no, no ! 
Who can b^ like tJUs naan, that slew his «ob, 
Yet wears his life still proudly, aiid a soul 
Untamed upon his brow ? 

(Jfter a pause.) 

There ^s one, n^bose arms 
Have borne my children in their infancy^ 
And on whose knees they sported, and y^hose hand 
Hath led them oft — a vassal of their sire's ; 
And I will seek him : he may lend me aid. 
When all beside pass on. 
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DIRGE HEARD WITHOUT. 

• . * * 

Thou to thy rest art gone, 
High heart 1 and irhat sue we. 
While o^er our heads the storm sweeps on, 
That we should mourn for thee ? 

Free grave and peaceful bier 
To the buried son c£ Spain f 
To those that live, the lance and spear. 
And well if not the chain ! 

Be tfieirs to weep the dead 
As they at beneath their vines. 
Whose flowery land hath borne no tread 
Of spoilers o^er its shrines ! 

Thoif hast thrown off the load 
Which we must yet sustain, 
And pour our blood where thine hath flowM, 
Too blest if not in vain ! 

We give thee holy rite. 

Slow knell, and chaunted strain! 

l2 
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— For those that fall to-morrow night. 
May be left no funeral-train. 

Again, when trunqpets wake, 
We must brace our armour on; 
But a deeper note ffiy sleep must break — 
— Thou to thy rest art gone! 

Happier in ikis than all, 
That, now thy race is run. 
Upon thy name no stain may fall. 
Thy work hath well been done ! 

' • • • 

ELMINA, 

** Thy work hath well been done !'* — so thou mayst/rest! 
— There is a solemn lesson in those wordi^— 
But now I may not pause. 

[EicWElutsa. 
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Scene — A Street in the City. 

Hernandez, Gonzalez, 

hernandez. 
Would they not bear? 

GONZALEZ. 

They heard, as one that stands 

• 

By the cold grave which hath but newly closed 
G*ev his last friend doth bear some passer-by, 
Bid him be comforted ! — Thdr hearts have died 
Within them ! — ^We must perish, not as those 
That fall when battlers voice doth shake the hills. 
And peal through Heaven^s great arch, but silently, 
And with a wasting of the spirit down, 
A quenching, day by day, of some bright spark, 
Whidi lit us on our toils! — ^R^roach me not ; 
My soul is darkened with a heavy cloud — 
— ^Yet fear not I shall 3rield! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Breathe not the word. 
Save in proud scorn ! — ^Each bitter day, o^erpass^d 
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By slow endurance, is a triumph won 

For Spain's red cross. And be of trusting heart ! 

A few brief hours, and those that tum'd away 

In cold despondence, shrinking from your voice. 

May crowd around their leader, and demand 

To be array'*d for battle. We must watch 

For the swift impulse, and await its time. 

As the bark waits the ocean'^s. Yoii haVe ehoseh 

To kindle up their souls, an hour^ perchance. 

When they were weary ; they had cast aside 

Their arm3 to slumber ; or a knell^ just then i 

With its deep hollow tone^ had tn^idi^.tbe Ubod 

Creep shuddering through th^ veiils; or they bid cmigbt 

A glimpse of s6me new meteor, and ahUf^ed forth 

Strange ottifte from its Uaee. 

' GONZALEZ. . . 

Alaa! the cause 
Lies deeper ni th«r misery !-^I have seen, .. 
In my nigbt^s course through thi^ belc^agui^'^d city 
Things, whose remmbwM^ doth not pass away 
As vapours from the mountaibSi^^Tb^0 wsce HHne^ 
That sat beside their dead^ with sjes^ wherein 
Grief had t^^n place of liight, and shut out all 
But its owB ghastly bbjept. To my vqa^ , 
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Some answered with, a fierce and bitter laugh, 
As men whose agonies were m^ide to pass 
The bounds of sufferance, by some reckless word, 
Dropt fix)m the light of spirit. — Others lay — 
— ^Why should I tell thee, father ! how despair 
Can bring the lofty brow of manhood down 
Unto the very dust ? — ^And je% for this, 
Fear not th^t I embrace my doom — Oh God ! 
That \were mj/i doom alone! — with less of fix^d 
And solepi;! fprtitude.-^Lead ob, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that I fay thqn 
Once more may coiisecrate my swoprd, my life, 
—But what are these ?:— Who hath not dearer Hves 
Twined with his own ? — I shall be lonely soon— ^ 
Childless ! — ^Heaven wills it so* Let us begone. 
Perchance before t)ie shrine my heart may beat 
With a leiia trouhlad motion. 

lEaeunt Qoisi^AhBZ and Hbrnai^de;^. 
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Scene-^A Tent in Ae Moorish Camp. 



Abdullah, Alphonso, Carlos. 

abdullah. 
These are bold words : but hast thou lookM on death. 
Fair stripling? — On thy cheek and sunny brow 
Scarce fifteen sununers of their laughing course 
Have left light traces. If thy shaft hath pierced 
The ibex of the moimtains, if thy step 
Hath dimb^d some eag^e^s nest, and thou hast made 
His nest thy spcnl, ^tis much !— -And fear^st thou not 
The leader of the mighty ? 

ALPHONSO. 

I have been 
Rear'*d amongst fearless men, and midst the rocks 
And the wild hills, whereon my fathers fought 
And won their battles. There are glorious tales 
Told of their deeds, and I have learned them all. 
How should I fear thee, Moor ? 

ABDULLAH. 

So, thou hast seen 
Fields, where the combaf s roar hath died away 
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Into the whispering breeze, and idiere wild flowers 
Bloom o^er forgotten graves ! — But know^st thou aught 
Of those, where sword from crossing sword strikes fire^ 
And leaders are borne down, and rushing steeds 
Trample the life from out the mighty hearts 
That ruled the storm so late ? — Speak not of death. 
Till thou hast look'^d on such. 

ALPHONSO. 

I was not bom 
A shepherd^s son, to dwell with pipe and crook. 
And peasant-men, amidst the lowly vales ; 
Instead of rin^ng clarions, and bright spearls, 
And crested ki^hts ! — I am of princdy race. 
And, if my father would have heard my suit, 
I tell thee, infidel ! that long ere now, 
I should have seen how lances meet ; and swords 
Do the field^s work. 

ABDULLAH. 

Boy ! know- St thou there are fflght9 
A thousand times more fearful ?-^Men may die 
Full proudly, when the skies and mountains ring 
To battle-horn and tecbir*. — But not all 
So pass away in glory. There are those, 

• TecHr, the war-cry of the Moon and Arabo. 
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Midst the deod ulence of pale multitudeSi 
Led forth in fett«r&*^do8t thou mark me, boy ? 
To take their last look of th** all gladdening sun. 
And bow, perchance, the stately head of youth, ' 
Unto the death of shame 1 — Hadst thou seen thia-^ 

ALPHONSO (to CARLOS). 

Sweet brother, God is with us-^fear thpu not! 
We have had heroes for our aret&— this man 
Should not behold us tremble. 

ABDULLAP. 

There are means 
To tame the loftiest natures. Yet again, 
I ask thee, wilt thou, from beneath the walls. 
Sue to thy sire for Ufe ; or wouldst thou di^ 
With this, thy brother ? 

ALPHONSO. 

Moslem ! on the hiU% 
Aroimd my father'^s castle, I have heard 
The mountain-peasants, as they dressed the vines. 
Or drove the goats, by rock and torrent, hom^, 
Singing th^ jamd^t songs ; and th^se if^re ^ 
Of the Cid Campeadpr ( imd how hw fs^wprd , 
Tizona^ clear'^d its way through turbw^d hofsti^y 
And captured Afric^s kings, and how he won 
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Valenda from the Moor^* — ^I will not shame 
The blood we draw £rom him t 

(^A Moorish Soldier enters)* 

SOLDIER. 

Valencia'^s lord 
Sends messengers, my chief. 

Conduct them hither. 

[The Soldier goes wity and re-eaters mih Elhina^ 
disguised, and on MtendanU 

CARLOS {springir^firward to the Attendant)* 
Oh ! take me hence, Diego ; take me hence 
With thee, tbtit I may see my mother^s fate 
At marjoing, when I wake. Here dark-browM men 
Frown strangely, with tbc^ cruel eyes, upon us* 
Take me with thee, for thou art good and litnd. 
And well I know, thou lov^st me, my Diego ! 

• A3BULLAH. 

Peace, boy ! — What tidings, Ciuristian, from thy lord ? 
Is he grown humble, doth he set the lives 
Of these fair nurslings at a dty^s worth? 

ALPHONso [rushingjbrward impatiently). 
Say not, he dotb t-^Yet wherefoije art thou here ? . 



156 SIEGE OF VALENC4A- 

If it be so— I could weep burning tears 
For very shame !— If this can be, retiurnf * 
Tell him, of all his wealth, his battle-spcils, 
I will but ask a war-horse and a sword. 
And that beside him in the mountain-chase. 
And in his halls and at his stately feasts. 
My place shall be no more ! — but no !— I wrong, 
I wrong my father !-^Moor t believe it not ! 
He is a champion of the cross and Spain, 
Sprung from the Cid; — and I too, I can die 
As a warrior^s high-bom child ! 

EI/MINA. 

Alas! Alas! 
And wouldst thou die, thus early die, fair boy P 
What hath life done to thee, that thou shouldst cast 
Its flower away, in very scorn of heart. 
Ere yet the blight be come? 

ALPHONSO. 

Tl!iat voice doth sound — 

ABDULLAH. 

Stranger, who art thou ?— this is mockery ! speak ! 
ELMiNA (pvrowmg off a mantle a/nd helmet j and en^ 

brcuing 7ier sons). 
iMy boys ! whom I have rearM through many hours 
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Of ffllent joys and sorrows, and deep thoughts 
Untold and iinimagined ; let me die 
With you, now I have held you to my heart. 
And seen once more the faces, in whose light 
My soul hath lived for years ! 

CARLOS. 

Sweet mother ! now 
Thou shalt not leave us more. 

ABDULLAH. 

Enough of this^! 
Woman! what seek'st thou here? — How hast thou dared 
To front the mighty thus amidst his hosts ? 

ELICINA. 

Think'^st thou there dwdls no courage but in breasts 
That set their mail against the ringing spears, 
When helmets are struck down ? — Thou little know'st 
Of nature's marvels ! — Chief! my heart is nerved 
To make its way through things which warrior-men, 
— ^Aye, they that master death by field or flood. 
Would look on, ere they braved ! — I have no thought. 
No sense of fear ! — Thou 'rt mighty ! but a soul 
Wound up like mine is mightier, in the power 
Of that one feeUng, pour'd through all its depths. 
Than monarchs with their hosts ! — Am I not come 
To die with these, my children ? 



158 SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

ABDULLAH. 

DMh thy JGndi 

Bid tbee do this, fond Christiaii ? — Hast thou not 
The means to save them ? 

ELIONA. 

I have prayers, and tears, 
And agaDiest-*-and be«<-my Grod — the Grod 
Whose hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour 
To bow the crested head— *hath made these things 
Most powerful in a world where all must learn 
That one de^ language, by the storm called forth 
From the bniised reeds of earth I^^For thee, perdhanoe, 
Aiffliction^s chastening lesscm hath not yet 
Been laid upon thy heart, and thou may'^st love 
To see the creatures, by its might farou^ law. 
Humbled before thee. [She throws herUlfat hiiJeeL 

' Conqueror ! I can kneel ! 

I, that drew birth from, princes, bow myself 
E^en to thy feet ! Call in thy chiefs, thy slaves, 
If dns will swell thy triumph, to beh<dd 
The blood of kings, of heroes, thus abased I 
Do this, but spare my sons ! 

AiiPHONSO {aMemptmg to raise lier). 

Thou shouldst not kneel 
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Unto this infidel ! — Rise, rise, my mother ! 
This soght dodi shame our house ! 

"^ ABDALLAH* 

Thou daring boy! 
They that in arms have taught thy father^s land 
How chains are worn, shall school that haughty mien 
Unto another language. 

ELMINA. 

Peace, my son ! 
Have pity on my heart! — Oh, pardon. Chief! 
He is of noble blood ! — Hear, hear me yet ! 
Are there no lives through which the shafts of Heaven 
May reach your soul P-^He that loves aught on earth. 
Dares far too mlidb, if he be merciless ! 
Is it for those, whose firail mc»rtkHty 
Must one day strive alone with €rod and death. 
To shut thdr ftouls against th"* appealing voice 
Of nature, in her anguisJi ?— Warrior ! Man ! 
To yoa too, aye, and haply with your hosts. 
By thousands and ten thousands marshalled round. 
And your strong armour on, shall come that stroke 
Which the lance wards not ! — Where diall your high heart 
Find refuge then^ if in the day of might 
Woe hath lain prostrate, bleeding at your feet. 
And you have pitied not ? 
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ABDULLAH. . 

These are vain uronk. . 

ELMINA. 

Have you no children ? — fear you not to bring 

The lightning on their heads ? — In your own land . 

Doth no fond mother, from the tents, beneath 

Your native palms, look o^er the deserts out. 

To greet your homeward step ? — You have not yet 

Forgot so utterly her patient love — 

— For is not woman% in all climes, the same ? — 

That you should scorn my prayer ! — Oh Heavoi ! . his eye 

Doth wear no mercy ! 

ABnULLAH. 

Then it mocks you not* 
I have swept o^er the mountains of your land. 
Leaving my traces, as the visitings 
Of storms, upon them ! — Shall I now be stayM ! 
Know, unto me it were as light a thing. 
In this, my course, to quench your children'^s lives, ^ 
As, joumejring through a forest, to break off 
The young wild branches that obstruct the way 
With thdr green sprays and leaves. 

ELMINA. 

Are there such hearts 
Amongst thy works, oh God ? 
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ABDULLAH. 

Kneel not to me. 
Kneel to your lord ! on his resolves doth hang 
His children's doom. He may be lightly won 
By a few bursts of passionate tears and words. 

ELMINA (risififf indigncmtly). 
Speak not of noble men ! — ^he bears a soul 
Stronger than love or death. 

ALPHONSO (^th exultation). 

I knew 'twas thus! 
He could not fail ! 

ELMINA. 

There is no mercy, none. 
On this cold earth ! — To strive with such a world, 
Hearts should be void of love ! — We will go hence. 
My children ! we are summoned. Lay your heads. 
In their young radiant beauty, once again 
To rest upon this bosom. He that dwells 
Beyond the clouds which press us darkly round. 
Will yet have jnty, and before his face 
We three will stand together ! Moslem ! now 
Let the stroke fall at once ! 

- ABDULLAH. 

'Tis thine own will. 
These might e'en yet be spared. 
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BLMniA. 

Jlou wilt not qnre! 
And he beneath whose eye their childhood grew. 
And in whose paths they sported, and whose ear 
From their first lisping accents caught the sound 
Of that word — Fatier — once a name of We— - 
Is Men shall call him HedfaH. 

ABDULLAH. 

Hath the blast 
Of sudden trumpets ne^er at dead of night. 
When the land^s watchers feared no hostile step, 
Startled the slumberers from their dreamy world. 
In cities, whose heroic lords have been 
Sieifbst as thine ? 

ELMINA. 

There ^8 meaning in thine eye, 
More than thy words. 

ABDULLAH {painting to ike city). 

Look to yon towers and walls ! 
Think you no hearts within th^ limits pine. 
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared 
To burst the feeble links which bind them still 
Unto endurance ? 
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ELMINA. 

Thou hast said too well. 
But what of this ? 

ABDULLAH. 

Then there are those, to whom 
The Prophet^s armies not as foes would pass 
Yon gates, but as deliverers. Might they not 
In some still hour, when weariness takes rest. 
Be won to welcome us ? — Your children's steps 
May yet bound lightly through their father'^s halls ! 

ALPHONso (indignantly). 
Thou treacherous Moor ! 

ELMINA. 

Let me not thus be tried 
Beyond all strength, oh Heaven ! 

ABDULLAH. 

Now, 'tis for thee. 
Thou Christian mother ! on thy sons to pass 
The sentence — ^life or death ! — ^the price is set 
On th^ young blood, and rests within thy hands. 

ALPHONSO. 

Mother! thou tremblest! 

ABDULLAH. 

Hath thy heart resolved ? 
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* 
ELMiNA {covering her face with her hands). 

My boy^s proud eye is cfii me, and the things 

Which rush, in stormy darkness, through my soul, 

Shrink from his glance. I cannot answer here. 

ABDULLAH. 

Come forth. We^U commune elsewhere. 

CARLOS {to his mother). 

Wilt thou go? 
Oh ! let me follow thee ! 

ELMlri A. 

Mine own fair child ! 
— Now that thine eyes have poured once more on mine 
The light of their young smile, and thy sweet voice 
Hath sent its gentle music through my soul. 
And I have felt the twining of thine arms — 
— How shall I leave thee ? 

ABDULLAH. 

Leave him, as \w&^ but 
For a brief slumber, to behold his face 
At morning, with the sun'^s. 

ALPHOKSO. 

Thou hast no look 
For me, my mother! 
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ELMINA. 

Oh ! that I should live 
To say, I dare not look on thee !— Farewell, 
My first bom, fare thee well ! 

ALPHONSO. 

Yet, yet beware ! 
It were a grief more heavy on thy soul. 
That I should blush for thee, than o^er my grave 
That thou shouldst proudly weep i 

ABDULLAH. 

Away ! we trifle here. The night wanes fast 
Came forth ! 

ELMINA. 

One more embrace ! My sons, fareweU ! 
[Eweunl Abdullah with Elmika and 
her Attendant. 

ALPHONSO. 

Hear me yet cmoe, my mother ! 

Art thou gone? 
But one wcnrd more 1 

[He rushes outfJoUowed by Carlos. 
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Scene — The Garden qfa Palace in Valencia, 



X1MENA9 TH£R£SA« 
TH£&£SA. 

Stay yet awhile. A purer air doth rove 
Here through the myrtles whispering, and the limes^ 
And shaking sweetness from the orange boughs. 
Than wait3 you in the city. 

XIMENA. 

There are those 
In their last need, and on their bed of death. 
At which no hand doth minister but mine 
That wait me in the city. Let us hence. 

THERESA. 

You have been wont to love the music made 
By founts, and rustling foliage, and soft winds. 
Breathing of citron-groves. And will you turn 
From these to scenes of death ? 

XIMENA. 

To me the voice 
Of summer, whispering through young flowers and leaves) 
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Now spei^ too deep a language I and of all , 

Its dreamy aild mysterious melodies. 
The breathing soul is sadness !**— I have felt 
That summons through my spirit, after which 
The hues of earth are changed, and aU her sounds 
Seem fraught with secret wamings*->-There is cause 
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes 
Where Death is busy, taming warrior-hearts. 
And pouring winter through the fiery blood. 
And fettering the strong arm I — For now no sigh 
In the dull air, nor floating cloud in heaven^ 
No^ not the lightest murmur of a leaf, 
But of his angel's silent coming bears 
Some token to my souL— But nought of this 
Unto my mother ! — These are awful hours ! 
And on their heavy step^, afflictions crowd 
' With such dark pressure, there is left no room 
For one grief mor6< 

THERESA. 

Sweet lady, talk not thus! 
Your eye this mam doth wear a calmer Hght, 
There's more of life in its dear tremulous ray 
Than I have mark'd of late. Nay, go not yet ; 
Rest by this fountain, where the laurels dip 
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Their glossy leayes. A firesher gale doth spring 
From the transparent waters, dashing round 
Their silvery spray, with a sweet voice of coolnessy^ 
O^er the pale glistening marble. ^Twill call up 
Faint bloom, if but a moment^ to your cheek. 
Rest here, ere you go forth, and I will sing 
The melody you love. 



THERESA StngS. 

Why is the Spanish maiden^s grave 
So far from her own bright land ? 

The sunny flowers that o^er it wave 
Were sown by no kindred hand. 

'Tb not the orange-bough that sends 
Its breath on the sultry aii^ 

'Tis not the myrtle-stem that bends 
To the breeze of evening there ! 

But the Rose of Sharon'^s eastern bloom 
By the silent dwelling fades. 

And none but strangers pass the tomb 
Which the Palm of Judah shades. 
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The lowly Cross, with flowers overgrown, 

Marks well that place of rest ; 
But who hath graved, on its mossy stone, 

A sword, a helm> a crest ? 

These are the trophies of a chief, 

A lord of the axe and spear ! 
— Some blossom plucked, some faded leaf. 

Should grace a maiden^s bier ! 

Scorn not her tomb — deny not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
O^er that forsaken sepulchre. 

Banner and plume might wave. 

She bound the steel, in battle tried. 

Her fearless heart above. 
And stood with brave men, side by side, 

In the strength and faith of love! 

That strength prevail'^d — that faith was blessed ! 

True was the» javelin thrown. 
Yet pierced it not her warrior'^s breast. 

She met it with her own ! 
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And QoUy woni where heirqes fell 

In arms for the holy shrin^^ 
A death which saved what she loved fio well^ 

And a grave m Palestine. 

Then let the Rose of Sharon spread 

Its breast to the glowing air, 
And the Pakn <^ Judah lift its head, 

Green and immortal there ! 

And let yon grey stone, undefaced. 
With its trophy mark the scene. 

Telling the pilgrim of the waste, 
Where Love and Death have been* 



XIMENA. 

Those notes were wont to make my heart beat quick, 
As at a voice of victory ; but tonlay 
The spirit of the song is changed, and seems 
All mournful. Oh ! that ere my early grave 
Shuts <iut the sanbeaun, I might hear cme peal 
Of the Castilian trumpet, tmgbg &rth 
Beneath my ffOher^s banner !^~«In that sound 
Were Ufe to you, sweet brothers !-— But for me**- 
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Come OQ— our tasks await us* They who know 
Their hours are numbered out, have little time 
To ^ve the vague and slumberous languor way, 
W^uch doth steal o^er them in the breath of flowers^ 
And whisper of soft winds. 

Elmina enters hurriedly. 

ELMINA. 

Tins air will calm my spirit, ere yet I meet 

His eye, which must be met. — Thou here, Ximena! 

ISke starts back on seeing Ximena. 

XIM£NA* 

Alas ! my mother ! In that hurrying step 
And troubled glance I read — 

ELMINA {wildb/). 

Thou read^st it not ! 
Why, who would live, if unto mortal eye 
The things lay glaring, which within our hearts 
We treasure up for God'^s ? — Thou read'^st it not ! 
I say, thou canst not ! — There 's not one on earth 
Shall know the thoughts, which for themselves have made 
And kept dark places in the very breast 
Whereon he hath laid his slumber, till the hour 
When the graves open ! 
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XIMENA. 

Mother 1 what is this ? 
Alas ! your eye is wandering, and your cheek 
FlushM, as with fever ! To your woes the night 
Hath brought no rest. 

ELMINA. 

Rest ! — ^who should rest ? — not he 
That holds one earthly blessing to his heart 
Nearer than life ! — No ! if this world have aught* 
Of bright or predou^ let not him who calls 
Sndi things his own, take rest ! — ^Dark spirits keep watch, 
And they to whom fiur honour, chivalrous feune. 
Were as heaven''8 air, the vital dement 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and- find th^'souls 
Made marks for human scorn ! — ^Will they bear on 
With life Btmdi: down, and thus disrobed of all 
Its glorious drapery i — Who shall tell us this? 
— Will A^ so bear it ? 

XIMENA. 

Mother ! let us kneel, 
Afid blend our hearts in prayer ! — What else is left 
To mortals when the dark hour'^s might is on them ? 
— Leave us, Theresa. — Grief like this doth find 
Its balm in solitude. lEa?il Theresa. 
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My mother ! peace 
Is heaven^s benignant answer to the cry 
Of wounded spirits. Wilt thou kneel with me ? 

ELMINA. 

Away ! ^tis but for souls unstain'd to wear 

Heaven'^s tranquil image on th^r depths. — ^The stream 

Of my dark thoughts, all broken by the storm, 

Reflects but clouds and lightnings ! — ^Didst thou speak 

Of peace ? — ^"tis fled from earth ! — but there is joy ! 

Wild, troubled joy ! — And who shall know, my child ! . . 

It is not happiness ? — Why, our own hearts 

Will keep the secret close ! — Joy, joy ! if but 

To leave this desolate city, with its dull 

Slow knells'and dirges, and to breathe again 

Th^ untainted mountain-air ! — ^But hush ! the trees, 

The flowers, the waters, must hear nought of this ! 

They are full of voices, and will whisper things 

— ^Well speak of it no more. 

XIMENA. 

Oh ! pitying heaven ! 
This grief doth shake her reason ! 

ELMINA (starting). 

Hark ! a step ! 
'Tis — ^tis thy father^s ! — come away — not now — r 
He must not see us now ! 
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XIUZVA. 

Why •hould this be ? 
Gonzalez enters^ and detains Elmina. 

Elnuiia, dost thou shun me P — ^Have we not, 
E^en from the hopeful and the sunny time 
When youth was as a glory round our brows, 
Held on through life together ?— And is this. 
When eve is gathering round us,, with the gloom 
Of stormy clouds, a time to part our steps 
Upon the darkening wild i 

ELMINA (C02t%). 

Tha<e needs not this. 
Why shouldst thou think I shiinn'd thee? 

GONZALEZ, 

Should the bve 
That shone o^er many years, th^ un&ding love. 
Whose only change hath been from gladdening smiles 
To mingling sorrows and sustaining strength. 
Thus lightly be forgotten I 

ELMINA. 

Speak^st tkou thus ? 
—I have knelt befcnre thee with that very plea, 
When it avaiPd me not ! — ^But there are things 
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Whose very breathings on the soul erase 
All record of past lore, saTe the chill sense, 
Th^ unquiet memory of its wasted faith, 
And vain devotedness ! — ^Aye ! they that fix 
Affection s perfect trust on aught of earth. 
Have many a dream to start from ! 

GONZALEZ. 

This is but 
The wildness and the bitterness of grief. 
Ere yet th^ unsettled heart hath closed its long 
Impatient conflicts with a mightier power, 
Which makes all conflict vain. 

^Hark ! was there not 

A sound of distant trumpets, far beyond 
The Moorish tents, and of another tone 
Than th' Afric horn, Ximena ? 

XIM£NA. 

Oh, my father ! 
I know that horn too well.-^^Ti8 but the wind. 
Which, with a sudden rising, bears its deep 
And savage war-note from us, wafting it 
O^er the far hills. 

GONZALEZ. 

Alas ! this woe must be ! 
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I do bat shake my spirit from its height 
So startling it with hope ! — ^But the dread hour 
Shall be met bravely still. I can keep down 
Yet for a little while — and Heaven will ask 
No more — ^the passionate workings of my heart ; 
— ^And thine — Elmina ? 

ELMINA. 

^Tis — I am prepared. 
I heme prepared for all. 

GONZALEZ 

Oh, well I knew 
Thou wouldst not fail me ! — Not in vain my soul. 
Upon thy faith and courage, hath built up 
Unshaken trust. 

ELBfiNA iynlMy). 
Away ! — thou know^st me not ! 
Man dares too far, his rashness would invest 
This our mortality with an attribute 
Too high and awful, boasting that he knows 
One human heart ! 

GONZALEZ. 

These are wild words, but yet 
I will not doubt thee ! — Hast thou not been found 
Noble in all things, pouring thy souPs light 
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Undimm^d o'er every trial ? — ^And, as our fates, • 
So must our names be, undivided ! — Thine, 
r th' record of a warrior^s life, shall find 
Its place of stainless honour. — By his side 

ELMINA. 

May this be borne ? — How much of agony 

Hath the heart room for ?-^Speak to me in wrath — 

I can endure it ! — But no gentle words ! 

No words of love ! no praise ! — Thy sword might sky. 

And be more merciful ! 

GONZALEZ. ' 

Wherefore art thou thus ? 
Elmina, my beloved ! 

ELMINA. 

No more of love ! 
—Have I not said there ^s that within my heart. 
Whereon it falls as living fire would fall 
Upon an unclosed wound ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Nay, lift thine eyes 
That I may read thdr meaning ! 

ELMINA. 

Never more 
With a free soul— What have I said?— Hwas nought 1 

N 
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Take thou no heed ! The words of wretchedness 
Admit not scrutiny. Wouldst thou mark the speech 
Of troubled dreams ? 

GONZALEZ. 

I have seen thee in the hour 
Of thy deep spirit''s joy, wd when the breath 
Of grirf hung chilling round thee ; in all change. 
Bright health and drooping sickness; hope and fear; , i 
Youth atid decline ; but never yet, Elmina, « ■ 

Ne^er hath thine eye till now shrunk back perturbM 
With shame or dread, from mine ! 

ELMINA. 

Thy glance doth sealdi 
A wounded heart too d^ply. 

GONZALEZ. 

Hast thou there 
Aught to conceal? 

ELMINA. 

Who hath not? 

GONZALEZ. 

Till this hour 
Thou never hadst !— Yet hear me ! — ^by the free 
And unattainted fan^e which wraps the dust 
Of thine heroic father s 
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ELMINA. 

This to me! 
— Bring your inspinBg war-notes, and your sounds 
Of festal music round a dying man ! 
Will his heart echo them ?— But if thy words 
Were spells, to call up, with each lofty tone, 
The gravels most awful spirits, they would stand 
Powerless, before my anguish ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Then, byher. 
Who there looks on thee in the purity 
Of her devoted youth, and o'er whose name 
No blight must fall, and whose pale cheek must ne'er 
Bum with that deeper tinge, caught painfully 
From the quick feeling of diidionour. — Speak ! 
Unfold this mystery ! — ^By thy sons a, 

ELMINA. 

My sons ! 
And canst ffiou name them ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Proudly ! — Better far . 
They died with all the promise of their youth, 
And the fair honour of th^ house upon them. 
Than that with manhood's high and passionate soul 

n2 
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To fearful strength unfolded, they should live, 

Barred from the lists of crested chivalry, 

And pining, in the silence of a woe, 

Which from the heart shuts daylight ;— o'er the shame 

Of those who gave them birth ! — But thou couldst ne'er 

Forget their lofty claims ! 

ELMINA {wildly). 

'Twaa but for them ! 
'Twas for them only ! — Who shall dare arraign 
Madness of crime ? — And he who made us, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives, 
Which bear down reason ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Thou, whom I have loved 
With such high trust, as o'er our nature threw 
A glory, scarce allow'd ; — what hast thou done ? 
Ximena, go thou hence ! 

ELMINA. 

No, no! my child! 
There's pity in thy look ! — All other eyes 
Are full of wrath and scorn ! — Oh ! leave me not ! 

GONZALEZ. 

That I should live to see thee thus abased ! 
— Yet speak? — What hast thou done? 
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ELMINA. 

Look to the gate ! 
Thou 'rt worn with toil — ^but take no rest to-night ! 
The western gate ! —Its watchers have been won — 
The Christian city hath been bought and sold ! 
They will admit the Moor ! 

GONZALEZ. 

They have been won ! 
Brave men and tried so long ! — ^Whose work was this ? 

ELMINA. 

Think^st thou all hearts like thine ? — Can mothers stand 
To see their children perish ? 

GONZALEZ. 

Then the guilt 
Was thine ? 

ELMINA. 

— Shall mortal dare to call it guilt ? 
I tell thee. Heaven, which made all holy things, 
Made nought more holy than the boimdless love 
Which fills a mother's heart ! — I say, "'tis woe 
Enough, with such an aching tdndemess. 
To love aught earthly ! — and in vain ! in vain ! 
— ^We are pressed down too sorely ! 
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GONZALEZ (in a law desponding voice). 

Now my life 
Is struck to worthless ashes ! — In my soul 
Suspidon hath ta'*en root. The nobleness 
Henceforth b blotted from all human brows, 
And fearful power, a dark and troublous gift. 
Almost like prophecy, is pour'*d upon me, 
To read the guilty secrets in each eye 
That once look'd bright with truth I 

— Why then I have gainM 
What men call wisdom I— A new sense, to which 
All tales that speak of high fidelity, 
And holy courage, and proud honour, tried, 
SearchM, and found stedfast, even to martyrdom, 
Are food for mockery ! —Why should I not cast 
From my thinned locks the wearing helm at once. 
And in the heavy sickness of my soul 
Throw tbe sword down for ever ? — Is there aught 
In all this world of gilded hoUowness, 
Now the bright hues drop off its loveliest things, 
Worth striving for again ? r . 

XIMUNA. 

Father 1 lookup! 
Turn unto me, thy child ! 
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GONZALEZ. 

Thy face is fair; 
And hath been unto me, in other days. 
As meaning to the journeyer of the deep ; 
But now — 'tis too like hers ! 

ELMiNA (JuUinff (U his feet). 

Woe, shame and woe, 
Are on me in their might !— ^f(»'give, forgive ! 

GONZALEZ (stafiing tip). 
Doth the Moor deem that / have part or share, 
Or counsel in this vileness? — Staiy me not ! 
Let go thy hold— '*tis. powerless on me now — 
I linger here, while treason is at work ! 

[Eaii Gonzalez. 

ELMINA. 

Ximeoa^ dost /Acm scorn me? 

' XIMENA. 

I have found 
In mine own heart too much of feebleness, 
Hid, beneath many foldings, from all eyes 
But His whom nought can blind ; — to dare do aught 
But pity thee, dear mother! 

ELMINA. 

Blessings light 
On thy fidr head, my gentle child, for this { 
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Thou kind and merciful ! — My soul is faint-r- 
Worn with long stirife ! — Is there aught else to do. 
Or suffer, ere we die? — Oh God ! my sons ! 
— I have betray'd them !, — All their innocent blood 
Is on my soul! 

How shall I comfort thee ? 
— Oh ! hark ! what sounds come deepening on the wind,. 
So full of solemn hope ! 

{A procession of Nuns passes across the Scene, bearing 

relics, and chanting.) 

CHANT. 

A sword is on the land 1 
He that bears down young tree and glorious flowcE^ 
Death is gone forth, he walks the wind in power ! 

—Where is the warrior's hand ? 
Our steps are in the shadows of the grave. 
Hear us, we perish ! Father, hear, and save ! 

If, in the days of song, . 

The days of gladness, we have caU'd on thee, 
When mirthful voices rang from sea to sea, 

And joyous hearts were strong ; 
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Now, that alike the feeble and the brave 

Must cry, *^ We perish I** — Father ! hear, and save ! 

The days of song are fled ! 
The winds come loaded, wafting dirge-notes by, 
But they that linger soon unmourn^d must die ; 

—The dead weep not the dead ! 
— ^Wilt thou forsake us midst the stcnrmy wave ? 
We Eonk, we perish ! — Father, hear, and save ! 

Hehnet and lance are dust ! 
Is not the strong man withered from oiur eye ? 
The arm struck down that held our banners high? 

— ^Thine is our spirits trust ! 
Look through the gathering shadows of the grave ! 
Do we not perish ? — Father, hear, and save ! 

Hernandez enters. 

ELMINA. 

Why comest thou, man of vengeance ? — ^What have I 
To do with thee ? — ^Am I not bow'd enough ? 
Thou art no moumer^s comforter ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Thy lord 
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Hath sent me unto thee. Till this day's task 
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble heart ! 
He bids thee seek him not, but lay thy woes 
Before Heaven'^s altar, and in pemt^ioe 
Make thy soul^s peaqe with Gkxi. 

BLMINA. 

Till this day's task 
Be closed !-^there is strange, triumph in thine ejes^^ 
Is it that I have fallen from that high r^lace; . 
Whereon I stood in fame ? — But I can fed 
A wild and bitter pride in' thua being past . ■ 
The power of thy dark glance l^^My spirit now . ^ 
Is wound about byjone sole mighty gptl; 
Thy scorn hath lost its sting. — ^^Thou mayi^ reproach- 

HSBKANDEZ; 

I come not to r^roach thee; . Heairen ddidi y&prk 

By many agencies ; and in its hour 

There is no insect whi^h the sutomer breeze 

From the green leaf shakes trembling, but may serve 

Its deep unsearchable purposes^ asiwdl i 1 • . i 

As the great ocean, ot th'-^ternal fires, 

Pent in earth's caves !—l-Thouhast^but speeded that. 
Which, in th' infatuate bUndness of thy heart, 
Thou wouldst hav^ trampled o'er all holy ties, 
But to avert one day ! 
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ELMINA* 

My Senses feil— 
Thou saidst— «peak yet again ! — I could not catch 
The meamng of thy words. 

HERNANDEZ. 

E'en now thy lord 
Hath sent our foes defiance. On the walls 
He stands in conference witb'the boastful Moor, 
And awful strength is with him. Through the bkxxl 
Which this day must be pour'd in sacrifice 
Shall Spain he free. On all her <dive-hills 
Shall men set vcp the battle-sign of firOj 
And round its blaze, at midnight, heep the sense 
Of vengeance wakeful in each other^s hearts 
E^en with< thy duldren^s tak ! 

• ximena;'" 

' Peace, father I peace ! 
Behold she sinks ! — the storm hsA 'dtine its ^ark 
Upon the broken reed. Oh ! lend thine aid 
To bear her<henoe. I^^ ^^ ^ afway. 
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Scene — A Street in Valencia. Several Groups qf Citi- 
zens cmd Soldiers, many of them lying on the Steps of 
a CImrch. Arms scattered on the Ground around 
them. 

AN OLD CITIZEN. 

The sir is sultry, as with thunder-clouds. 

I left my desolate home, that I might breathe 

Mote freely in heaven^s face, but my heart feels 

With this hot gloom o^erburthen^d. I have now 

No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends. 

Will bring the old man water from the fount. 

To moisten his parched lip ? [A citizen goes ouL 

SECOND CITIZEN. 

This wasting siege, 
Grood Father Lopez, hath gone hard with you ! 
^Tis sad to hear no voices through the house. 
Once peopled with fair sons ! 

THIRD CITIZEN. • 

Why, better thus. 
Than to be haimted^ with their fiEunish^d cries. 
E'en in your very dreams ! 

OLD CITIZEN. 

Heaven's will be done ! 
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These are darkjdmes ! I have not been alone 
In my affliction. 

THIRD CITIZEN (wtth hittemess). 

Why, we have but this thought 
Left for our gloomy comfort ! ^ And 'tis well ! 
Aye, let the balance be awhile struck even 
Between the noble's palace and the hut, 
Where the worn peasant sickens ! — They that bear" 
The humble dead unhonour'd to their homes. 
Pass now i' th' streets no lordly bridal train, 
With its exulting music; and the wretch 
Who on the marble steps of some proud hall 
Flings himself down to die, in his last need 
And agony of famine, doth behold 
No scornful guests, with their long purple robes. 
To the banquet sweeping by. Why, this is just ! 
These are the days when pomp is made to feel 
Its human mould ! 

FOURTH CITIZEN. 

Heard you last night the sound 
Of Saint Jago's bell ? — How sullenly 
From the great tower it peal'd ! 

FIFTH CITIZEN. 

Aye, and 'ds'said ' 
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No mortal hand was near when -bo it Beesol'A 
To shake the midnight streets. 

OLD CITIZEN. 

' ' ' ^ Too well I know 
The sound of coming fate !— *Tis ever thus 
When Death is on lus way to make it night 
In the Cid^s and^t house ^< — Oh ! there are things 
In this straHgb Woirl^ of which we have all to learn 
When its dark bounds ate passed. — ^Yon bell, untouchM^ 
(Save by the hands we see not) still doth speak — 
— ^When of that line some stately hciad is markM, — 
With a wild hollow peal> -b^ dead of nighty 
Rocking Valencia's towers. I have heaird it ofit. 
Nor known its warning false. 

FOURTH €ITi:flEN. . 

Arid wMl our chief 
Buy with the price of his fi^ children'^s Mood 
A few more days of pming wretchedness 
For this forsaken city? 

OLD CITIZEN. 

Doubt it not ! 
^~But with that ransom he may purchase still 
Deliverance for the land ! — ^And yet 'tis sad 
To think that such a race, with all its fame, 
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Should pass a#ay fr— -For she, his daughter too, 
Moves upon earth as som^ bright thing whose time 
To sojourn there is short 

FIFTH CITIZEN. 

Then woe for us 
When die is gone f-^Her voice — the very sound 
Of her soft step was comfort,^ as she moved 
Through the still house of moumuigl-^Who like her ' ' 
Shall ^ve us hope again? '■. 

. OLD CITIZEN. 

Be still !-^he comes, 
And with a mien how changedl-rA hurrying step. 
And a flushed dieek!-n-Wh^ may this bode?— Be still! 

XiMENA enterSf with Attendants carrying a Banner. 

.-■ ■ • » 

XIMENA. 

Men of Valenda! in an hour Eke this, 

What do ye here ? 

A CITIZEN. 

We die ! 

XIMENA. 

Brave men die now 
Girt for the toil, as travellers suddenly 
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By the dark night overtaken on their way ! 

These days require such death! — It is too much 

Of luxury for our wild and angry times, 

To fold the mantle round us, and to sink 

From Ufe, as flowers that shut up silently, 

When the sun^s heat doth scorch them ! — Hear ye not ? 

A CITIZEN. 

La4y ! what wouldst thou with us ? 

XIMENA. 

Rise and arm ! 

E^en now the children of your chief are led 
Forth by the Moor to perish ! — ^Shall this he, 
Shall the high sound of such a name be hushed, 
r th^ land to which for ages it hath been 
A battle-wqrd, as ^twere some passing note 
Of shepherd-music ? — Must this work be done. 
And ye lie pining here, as men in whom 
The pulse which God hath made for noble thought 
Can so be thrilPd no longer ? 

CITIZEN. 

'Tis even so ! 
Sickness, and toil, and grief, have breathed upon us. 
Our hearts beat faint and low. 
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XIMENA. 

Are ye so poor 
Of soul, my countrymen ! that ye can draw 
Strength from no deeper source than that which sends 
The red blood mantling through the joyous veins, 
And gives the fleet step wings ?— Why, how have age 
And sensitive womanhood ere now endured, 
Through pangs of searching fire, in some proud cause. 
Blessing that agony ? — Think ye the Power 
Which bore them nobly up, as if to teach 
The torturer where eternal Heaven had set 
Bounds to his sway, was earthy, of this ea^. 
This dull mortality. P-T-Nay, then look on me! 
Death'^s touch hath marked me, and I stand amongst you. 
As one whose place, i** th^ sunshine of your world. 
Shall soon be left to fill ! — I say, the breath 
Of th^ incense, floating through yon fane, shall scarce 
Pass from your path before me ! But even now, 
I have that within me, kindling through the dust, 
Which from all time hath made high deeds its vmce 
And token to the nations ; — Look on me ! 
Why hath Heaven poured forth cpurage, as a flame 
Wasting the womanish heart, which must be stilled 
Yet sooner for its swift consuming brightness, 

o 
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If not to shame your doubt, and your despair, 
And your ioul^s tarpcftf — Yet, arise and arm! 
It may not be too late* 

A CITIZEN. 

Why, what are we^ 
To cope with hosts F^-^hus fiiint^ and wom^ and few, 
0'*emumber^d and finvaken, is^t for us 
To irtillld against the mighty? 

XIM^MA. 

And for whom 
Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath 
From thor hi^ places, made the feaifulnes% 
And ever-wakeful presence of. his powet, 
To the pale startled earth most matlifest, 
But for the weak ?— Was't for the helmed and crown'd 
That suns were stay'^d at noonday P^^-Stormy seas 
As a rill parted P--^Mail\l ardhangels sent 
To wither up the strength of kings with death P 
— I tell 3rdu, if these marvels have been dime, 
'Twas fbt the weari^ and th^ oppressed of men, 
They needed such ! — And generous faith hath poweir 
By her prevaiUng spirit, e'en yet to work 
Delivet^nces, whose tale shall live with thoise 
Of the great elder time ! — Be of gbcd heart ! 
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Who IB tcxnskea ? — He that gives the thought 
A pUce within his breast !— ^^Tis not for you. 
— Know ye this banner? 

CITIZENS {mtirmuring to each other). 

Is she not inspired ? 
Doth not Heaven call us l^ her fervent voice ? 

KIMENA. 

Enow ye this banner ? 

CITIZENS. 

TTis the Cid's. 

XIMENA. 

TheCid's! 
Who breathes that name but in th^ exulting tone 
Which the heart rings to ? — Why, the very wind 
As it swells out the nobk standard'^s fold 
Hath a triumphant sound] — The Cid''s!-^it moved 
Even a9 i^ 49gn of victory through the land, 
From the free skies ne^^ar stooping to a foe ! 

OX.D CITIZEN. 

Can ye still pause, my brethren ? — Oh ! that youth 
Through this worn frame were fcaidling once agdn ! 

XIMENA. 

Ye ling^ still ? — Upon this very air. 

He that w^ bom in happy hour for Spain^ 

o2 
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Poured forth his conquering spirit ! — ^Twas the breeze 

From your own mountains which came down to wave 

This banner of his battles, as it drooped 

Above the champion'^s death-bed. Nor even then 

Its tale of glory closed. — They inade no moan 

O^er the dead hero, and no dirge was sung 7, 

But the deep tambour and shrill horn of war 

Told when the mighty passM ! — They wrapt him not 

With the pale shroud, but braced the warrior^s form 

In war-array, and on his barbed steed. 

As for a triumph, rearM him ; marching forth 

In the hushed midnight from Valencia'^s walls, 

Beleaguered then, as now. All silently 

The stately funeral moved : — but who was he 

That foUowM, charging on the tall white horse, 

And with the solemn standard, broad and pale. 

Waving in sheets of snow-light ? — And the cross, 

The bloody cross, far-blazing from his shield. 

And the fierce meteor-sword ? — They fled, they fled ! 

The kings of Afric, with their countless hosts. 

Were dust in his red path! — The scimetar 

Was shiver'*d as a reed ! — ^for in that hour 

The warrior-saint that keeps the watch for Spain, 

Was arm'd betimes ! — ^And o'er that fiery field 
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The Cid's high banner stream'^d all joyously, 
For still its lord was there ! 

CITIZENS (rising tumvlttumsly). 

Even unto death 
Again it shall be follow''d ! 

XIMENA. 

Will he see 
The noble stem hewn down, the beacon-light 
Which his house for ages o^er the land 
Hath shone through cloud and storm, thus quenched at 

once? 
Will he not aid his children in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril ?«— (Awful power 
Is with the holy dead, and there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they cannot burst? 
—Is it a thing forgotten, how he woke 
From its deep rest of old, remembering Spain 
In her great danger ? — ^At the night^s mid-watch 
How Leon started, when the sound was heard 
That shook her dark and hollow-echoing streets. 
As with the heavy tramp of steel-clad men, 
By thousands marching through ! — For he had risen I 
The Campeador was on his march again. 
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And in his arms, and follow^ by his hosts 
Of shadowy spearmen ! — He had left the w(»-ld 
From which we are dimly parted, and gone forth, 
And call*d his buried warriors from their sleep, 
Gathering them round him to deliver Spain; 
For Afric was upon her! — Morning broke- 
Day rush'd through clouds of battle ;— but at eve 
Our Grod had triumph'^d, and the rescued land 
Sent up a shout of victory from the field. 
That rocked her ancient mountains. 

THE CITIZENS. 

Arm! toaims! 
On to our chief I — We have str^igth within us yet 
To die with our blood roused !*— Now^ be the wotd^ 
For the Cid's house ! 

[They begin to arm thm$elves. 

XIMENA. 

Ye know his battle^BCHig ? 
The old rude strain wherewith his bands went forth 
To strike down Paynim swords ! 

{She ^ngs) 
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THE CID'6 battle SONO. 

I 

The Moor is on his way I 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout, 
And the horn oV the Uue seas ringing out. 

He hath marshalled his dark array i 

Shout thixMigh the yiiiie<Hclad land I 
That her sons on all their hills may he^r. 
And sharpen the point of the red wolf spear, 

And the sword for the brave man's hand ! 

(The CiTiZEins Join in the song, while they continue 
arming themselves). 

The chief must rise from, his joyous hoard) 
And turn from the feast ere the wine be pour'd, 
And take up his father^^ fibkld 1 

The Moor is on his way 1 
Let the peasant looire his isliv/e-grouiidy 
And the goats roam wild through the pine-woods round ! 

— There is nobler work to-day ! 
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Send forth the trumpets call ! 
Till the brid^^room cast the goblet down. 
And the marriage-robe and the flowery crown. 

And arm in the banquet-hall ! 

And stay the funeral-train ! 
Bid the chanted mass be hushM awhile, 
And the bier laid down in the holy aile, 

And the mourners girt fcMr Spain ! 

{They take up the banner ^ andjbllow Ximena ouL 
Their voices are heard gradually dying away 
at a distance)* 

Ere night, must swords be red I 
It is not an hour for knells and tears, 
But for helmets braced, and serried spears I 

To-morrow for the dead ! 

The Cid is in array ! 
His steed is barbed, his plume waves high. 
His banner is up in the sunny sky. 

Now, joy for the Cross to-day ! 
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Scene — The Walk of the City. The Plain beneathj 'mth 

the Moorish Camp and Army. 

Gonzalez, Garcias, Hernandez. 

{A wild Sound of Moorish Mime heard from below). 

HERNANDEZ. 

What notes are these in their deep moumfidness 
So strangely wild ? 

G^ARCIAS. 

'*Tis the shrill melody 
Of the Moor'^s andent death-song. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound ; but, till this hour, 
It seemed not fearful.— Now, a shuddering chill 
Comes o^er me with its tones. — Lo ! from yon tent 
They lead the noble boys ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

The young, and pure. 
And beautiful victims ! — 'Tis on things like these 
We cast our hearts in wild idolatry, 
Sowing the winds with hope !— Yet this is well. 
Thus brightly crowned with life's most gorgeous flowers. 
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And all unblemished, earth should offer up* 
Her treasures unto Hefiven ! 

GARCIAS (to GONZALS^). 

My chief, the Momr 
Hath led your child forth. 

GONZALEZ (starting). 

Are my sous ther^ ? 
I knew they could not perish ; for yon Heaven 
Would ne'er behold it !^-^Where is he that said 
I was no loore » &tiber ?«-^They look dwiged-^ 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison-housQ 1 
Or is ^t mine eye sees diiply ?-n-3ut thdr steps 
Seem heavy, as with pwv^^l h^tix the clank — 

Oh Godi d3W tobs are i;rtt«r'4J 

ABDUL?.A» icmingjbrwird ifin^afk th^ mJHf), 

CWrtwl Iwk 

Once inpine upoKll^y children. Tb^ii^wy^t 
One moment for the trembling of the ftwordj 
Thdr doom is still with tboe* 

GPlfZALEZ. 

Why dlipMld tbi§ WW 
So mock us with the s^p^Jbl^op^ ipf ow )wd ^ 

—Moor! Moor! tbp\i 4Qst tQp fimrigly {Hy»yok99 

In thy bold cn*^y, tfc' alir^v4fpii^g Ow;, 
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Who visitfl for 9uch thiogs I-^Hast thou no sense 
Of thy frail nature ? — ^'Twill be taught thee yet, 
And darkly shall the anguish of my soul. 
Darkly and heavily, pour itself on thine, 
When thou sbalt qry for mercy from the dust. 
And he denied I 

ABDULLAH, 

Nay, is it not thyself. 
That hast no mercy and no k)ve within thee P 
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house; 
Speak ! must they live or die ? 

(GONZALEZ in violent emotion). 

Is it Heaven's will 
To try the dust it kindles for a day. 
With infinite agony !-— -How have I drawn 
This chastening on my head ! — ^They bloomM aroimd me. 
And my heart grew too feiurless in its joy. 
Glorying in their bright pnmuse ! — If we fall. 
Is there no pardon for our feebleness? 

(Hernanpsz, mthoui epeakmgf hM$ up a Croei 
before him). 

ABDULLAH. 

Speak! 
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GONZALEZ {snatching the CroM^ and lifting ii tp). 

Let the earth be shaken through its depths^ 
But this must triumph ! 

ABDITLLAH (coldfy). 

Be it as thou wilt. 
— Unsheath the sdmetar I [To his Guards. 

GARCIAS (to GONZALEZ). 

Away, my Chief! 
This is your place no longer. There are things 
No human heart, though battle-proof as yours, 
Unmadden^d may sustain. 

GONZALEZ. 

Be still ! I have now 
No place on earth but this! 

ALPHONSO (/rom beneath). 

Men ! give me way. 
That I may speak forth once before I die ! 

GARCIAS. 

The princely boy ! — ^how gallantly his brow 
Wears its high nature in the face of death { 

ALPHONSO. 

Father ! 

eONZALEZ. 

My son! my son! — Mine eldest-bom! 
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ALPHONSO. 

Stay but upon the ramparts!— Fear thou not — 
There is good courage in me : oh ! my father ! 
I will not shame thee ! — only let me fall 
Knowing thine eye looks proudly oji thy child, 
So shall my heart have strength. 

GONZALEZ. 

Would, would to God, 
That I might die for thee, my noble boy I 
Alphonso, my fair son ! 

ALPHONSO. 

Could I have lived, 

ft 

I might have been a warrior! — Now, farewell ! 
But look upon me still ! — I will not blench 
When the keen sabre flashes— Mark me well ! 
Mine eyeUds shall not quiver as it falls. 
So thou wilt look upon me ! 

GARCIAS (to GONZALEZ). 

Nay, my lord ! 
We must begone ! — Thou canst not bear it ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Peace! 
—Who hath told thee how much man^s heart can bear? 
—Lend me thine arm — ^my brain whirls fearfully — 
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How thick the shades close nmod! — ^my boy! my boy! 
Where art thou in this gloomt 

GARCIA8. 

Let us go hence ! 

This is a dieadfui mcnneiiti 

GONZALE2. 

• Hush ! — what saidst thou? 
Now let ine look en him ! — Dost tJum see au^t 
Through the dull mist whidi wraps us ? 

OARCIAS. 

I behold— 
Oh ! for a thousand j^plunards to rush down — 

QONZAXrES. 

Thou seest— My heart stands Btill to hear thee speaki 
—There seems a fearful hush upon the dr. 
As ^t were the dead of night! 

GARCIA& 

The hosts have closed 
Around the spot in atiOness. Through the spears, 
Banged thick and notionkss^ I see him not; 
— But now — 

GONZALEZ. 

He bade me keq> mine eye upon hifH, . 
And all iB^aortaiess wmnd nte l-^Non^ f 
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OARCIAS. 

A swordjf springs upward, like a lightning burst, 
Through the dark serried itiassl-^^Its cold blu^ glare 
Is wavering to and fix)— 'tis vanished— hark ! 

GONZALEZ. 

I heard it, yes !-^I heard the dull dead sound 
That heavily broke the silenoe I'-^IKdst thou gpeak ? 
— I lost thy words-'-oome nearer ! 

GARCIAS« 

*Twas — 'tis past !— 
The sword fell then ! 

HERNANDEZ (WfVA exuUoticn). 

Flow forth thou noble blood ! 
Fount of Spain's ransom and deliverance, flow 
Unchecked and brightly forth 1 — Thou kingly stream ! 
Blood of our heroes! blood of martyrdom ! 
Which throu^ i^ many warripr-heartft hast pour'd 
Thy fiery currents, and hast made our hills 
Free, by thine own fi'ee ofiPering !— Bathe the land, 
But there thou shalt not sink t — Our very air 
Shall take thy colourings and our loaded skies 
O'er th' infidel hang dark and ominous. 
With battle-hues c^ thee !-^And thy deep voice 
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Rifidng above them to the judgmentpseat 
Shall call a burst of gathered vengeance down. 
To sweep th' oppressor from us ! — For thy wawti 
Hath made his guilt run o^er ! 

GONZALEZ {endeavouring to rouse himself). 

^Tis all a dream ! 
There is not one — ^no hand on earth could harm 
That fair boy's graceful head ! — Why look you thus ? 

ABDULLAH {pointing to CARLOS.) 

Christian ! e'en yet thou hast a son ! 

GONZALEZ. 

E'en yet ! 

CARLOS. 

My father ! take me from these fearful men ! 
WUt thou not save me, father ? 

GONZALEZ {attempting to unsheath his ffaxyrd). 

Is the strength 
From mine arm shiver'd ? — Garcias, follow me ! 

GARCIAS. 

Whither, my chief? 

GONZALEZ. 

WTiy, we can die as wdl 
On yonder plain, — aye, a spear's thrust will do 
The little that our misery doth require. 



SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 209 

Sooner than e^en this anguish ! Life is best 
Thrown from us in such moments. 

[Voices heard at a distance. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Hush ! what strain 
Floats on the wind ? 

OARCfAS. 

'Tis the Cid's battle song ! 
What marvel hath been wrought ? 

[Voices approaching heard in chorus^ 

The Moor is on his way ! 
With the tambour peal and the tecbir shout, 
And the horn o^er the blue seas ringing out, 

He hath marshalled his dark array ! 



XiMENA entersy followed by tlie Citizens, with the 

Banner. 

XIMENA. 

Is it too late ? — My father, these are men 

Through life and death prepared to follow thee 

Beneath this banner ! — Is their zeal too late ? 

— Oh ! there 's a fearful history on thy brow ! 

What hast thou seen ? 

p 
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GTARCIAS. 

It is not aB too latte. 

XtttENA. 

My brothers ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

All is well. 
{To Garcias.) Hush ! wouldst thou chill 
That which hath sprung witliin them, as a flame 
From th^ altar-embers mounts in sudden br^htness? 
I say, \h not too late, ye men of Spdin ! 
On to the rescue ! 

ximenA. 
Bless me, di my father t 
And I will hence, to aid thee with my prayers. 
Sending my spirit with thee through the storm. 
Lit up by flashing swords ! 

GONZALEZ (Jailing upon her neck). 

Hath aught been spared? 
Am I not all bereft ? — Thou 'rt left me still ! 
Mine own, my loveliest one, thou ^rt left me still t 
Farewell !— ^thy father^s blesfflng, and thy 6od^% 
Be with thee, my Ximena ! 

XIMfiNA. 

Fare thee well ! 
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If, ere thy steps turn homeward from the field. 
The voice is hushed that still hath welcomed thee, 
Think of me in thy victory ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Peace ! no more ! 
This is no time to melt our nature down 
To a soft stream of tears ! — Be of strong heart ! 
Give me the banner ! Swell the song again ! 

THE CITIZENS. 

Ere night, must swords be red ! 
It is not an hour {or knells and tears. 
But for helmets braced and serried spears ! 

— To-morrow for the dead ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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SceTie — Before the Altar of a Church. 
Elmina rises Jrom the steps of the Alta/r. 

ELMINA. 

The clouds are fearful that overhang thy ways, 
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven ! — It cannot be 
That I have drawn the vials of thy wrath, 
To burst upon me through the lifting up 
Of a proud heart, elate in happiness ! 
No ! in my day^s full noon, for me lifers flowers 
But wreathM a cup of trembling ; and the love, 
The boundless love, my spirit was formM to bear. 
Hath ever, in its place of silence, been 
A trouble and a shadow, tinging thought 
With hues too deep for joy ! — I never looked 
On my fair children, in their buoyant mirth, 
Or sunny sle^, when all the gentle air 
Seem'd glowing with their quiet blessedness. 
But oVr my soul there came a shuddering sense 
Of earth, and its pale changes ; even like that 
Which vaguely mingles with our glorious dreams. 
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A restless and disturbing consciousness 

That the bright things must fade ! — How have I shrunk 

From the dull murmur of th** unquiet voice. 

With its low tokens of mortality, 

Till my heart fainted midst their smiles ! — their smiles! 

— ^Where are those glad looks now ? — Could they go down, 

With all th,eir joyous light, that seem"*d not earth'^s, 

To the cold grave ? — My children ! — Righteous Heaven ! 

There floats a dark remembrance o^er my brain 

Of one who told me, with relentless eye, 

That this should be the hour ! 

XiMENA enters. 

XIMENA. 

They are gone forth 
Unto the rescue ! — strong in heart and hope, 
Faithful, though few ! — My mother, let thy prayers 
Call on the land^s good saints to lift once more 
The sword and cross that sweep the field for Spain, 
As in old battle ; so thine arms e^en yet 
May clasp thy sons ! — For me, my part is done I 
The flame, which dimly might have lingered yet 
A litde while, hath gathered all its rays 
Brightly to sink at once ; and it is well ! 
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The shadows are around me ; to thy heart 
Fcdd me^ that I may die. 

ELMINA. 

My child !— What dream 
Is an thy soul? — Even now thine aspect wears 
Lifers brightest inspiration ! 

XIMENA. 

Death's ! 

ELMINA. 

Away ! 
Thine eye hath starry clearness, and thy cheek 
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue 
Than tinged its earliest flower ! % 

XIMENA. 

It well may be ! 
There are far deeper and far warmer hues 
Than those whidi draw their colouring from the founts 
Of youth, or health, or hope. 

ELMINA. 

Nf^, s^peak not thus! 
There 's that about thee shining which would send 
E'en through wy heart a sunny glow of joy, 
Wer'^t not for these sad words. The dim cold air 
And solemn light, which wrap these tombs and shrines 
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As a pale glieaming shroudy «eem kindled up 

With a young spirit of ethereal hope 

Caught from thy mien I — Oh no ! this is not death ! 

XIMENA. 

Why should not He, whose toudi dissolyes pur chain, 

Put on his robes of beauty when he comes 

As a deliverer ? — He hath many forms, 

They should not all be fearful l-^— If his call 

Be but our gathering to that distant land 

For whose sweet waters we have pined with thirst. 

Why should not its prophetic sense be borne 

Into the hearths deep stillness, with a breath 

Of summ^*winds, q. voice of melody. 
Solemn, yet lovely ? — Mother ! I depart! 
— Be it thy comfort, in the after-days. 
That thou hast seen me dius«! 

£LMINA. 

Distract me not 
With such wild fears ! Can I bear on with life 
When thou art gone?'— Thy voice, thy step, thy smile, 
PassM from my path ? — Alas I «ven now thine -eye 
Is changed — thy cheek is fading ! 

XIM£NA. 

Aye, the <douds 
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Of the dim hour are gathering o*er my aght. 
And yet I fear not, for the God of Help 
Comes in that quiet darkness ! — It may soothe 
Thy woes, my mother ! if I tell thee now. 
With what glad calmness I behold the veil 
Falling between me and the world, wherein 
My heart so ill hath rested* 

ELMINA. 

Thine! 

XIMENA. 

Rejoice 
For her, that, when the garland of her life 
Was blighted, and the springs of hope were dried. 
Received her summons hence ; and had no time. 
Bearing the canker at th^ impatient heart. 
To wither, sorrowing for that gift of Heaven, 
Which lent one moment of existence light. 
That dimmM the rest for ever ! 

ELMINA. 

How is this ? 
My child, what meanest thou ? 

XIMENA. 

Mother ! I have loved. 
And been beloved ! — the sunbeam of an hour. 
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Which gave lifers hidden treasures to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in thdlr secret founts, 
Went out, and left them colourless. — ^'Tis past — 
And what remains on earth ? — the rainbow mist, 
Through which I gazed, hath melted, and my sight 
Is clearM to look on all things as they are ! 
— ^But this is far too mournful ! — Lifers dark gift 
Hath fallen too early and too cold upon me ! 
—Therefore I would go hence ! 

ELMINA. 

And thou hast loved 
Unknown 

XIMENA. 

Oh ! pardon, pardon that I veilM 
My thoughts from thee ! — ^But thou hadst woes enough. 
And mine came o^er me when thy soul had need 
Of more than mortal strength !— For I had scarce 
Given the deep consciousness that I was loved 
A treasurers place within my secret heart, ^ 

When earth'^s brief joy went from me ! 

'Twas at mom 
I saw the warriors to their field go forth. 
And he — ^my chosen — ^was there amongst the rest. 
With his young, glorious brow J — I look'^d again — 
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The strife grew dark baMadi me--*lMxt his plume 

Waved free above the lanoe8.-^Yet agam— * 

— It had gone down ! and steeds were trampliog oVr 

The spot to which mine Ayes were civeted. 

Till blinded by th^ intenseness of their gaze I 

— ^And then — at last — I hurried to the gate, 

And met him there !-<-I met hmi I — on his i^eld| 

And with his doven helm, and shivered swoixl. 

And dark hair steeped in blood! — They bore Mm fMst- 

Mother! — I saw his facet — Ohl sudi a death 

Works fearful changes on the fair of earthy 

The pride of woman^s eye ! 

ELMINA. 

^waet dau^ter, peace! 
Wake not the daric remembrance ; for thy ftame-**^— 

XIMEINA. 

— There mil be peace ere loi^. I shut my heart. 
Even as a tomb, o'er that looe inleiit grief. 
That I might i^are it diee^-— But now tlie houf 
Is come when that which would have {m^!y^ thy soul 
Shall be its healing balm. Oh ! weep thou not. 
Save with a gentle sorrow ! 

ELMINA. 

Must it be? 
Art thou indeed to leave me ? 
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xiSiENA XexuUinghf). 
Be thou glad ! 
I say, rejoice above thy fkYour''d child! 
Joy, for the soldier when his fidd is fought, 
Joy, for the peasant when his vintage-task 
Is closed at eve ! — ^But most of all for her. 
Who, when her life had changed its glittering robes 
For the dull garb of sorrow, which doth ding 
So heavily around the joiuneyers on. 
Cast down its weight — and slq>ti 

ELMINA. 

Alas ! thine ^e 
Is wapdepingr-ryet how Inightly V — Is tins death. 
Or some high wondrous vision ? — Speak, my diild ! 
How is it mxh thee now ? 

xiMENA {mldiy). 

I see it still ! 
^Tis floating, like a glorious cloud on high. 
My father'^s banner ! — Hear^st thou not a sound ? 
The trumpet of Castile ?— ^Praise, praise to Heaven ! 
— Now may the weary rest I-!— Be 3tiJl ! — Who calls 
The night so fearful ? [She dies. 

ELMINA. 

No ! she is not dead ! 
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— Ximena ! — speak to me ! — Oh ! yet a tone 
From that sweet voice, that I may gather in 
One more remembrance of its lovely sound, 
Ere the deep silence fall ! — ^What ! is all hushM ? 
— No, no ! — it cannot be ! — How should we bear 
The dark misgivings of our souls, if Heaven 
Left not such beings with us ? — But is this 
Her wonted look ? — ^too sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty ! — ^peak, Ximena ! 
Speak! — ^my heart dies within me ! — She is gone. 
With all her blessed smiles ! — My child ! my child ! 
Where art thou ? — Where is that which answer^'d me, 
From thy soft-shining eyes ? — Hush ! doth she move ? 
— One light lock seemed to tremble on her brow. 
As a pulse throbb'd beneath ; — 'twas but the voice 
Of my despair that stirr'*d it ! — She is gone ! 

ISJie throws Tierselfon the bocfy. Gonzalez 

enterSy ahne, and wounded, 
ELMINA {rising as he approaches). 
I must not nono be scomM ! — No, not a look, 
A whisper of reproach ! — Behold my woe ! 
— Thou canst not scorn me now ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Hast thou heard aU f 
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ELMINA. 

Thy daughter. on my bosom laid her head, 
And passM away to rest. — Behold her there. 
Even such as death hath made her ! ^ 

GONZALEZ {pending aoer ximena'*s body). 

Thou art gone 
A little while before me, oh, my child ! 
Why should the traveller weep to part with those 
That scarce an hour will reach their promised land 
Ere he too cast his pilgrim staff away. 
And spread his couch beside them ? 

ELMINA. 

Must it be 
Henceforth enough that (mce a thing so fair 
Had its bright place amongst us? — Is this all, 
Left for the years to come?— We will not stay ! 
Earth^s chain each hour grows weaker. 

GONZALEZ {stiU gazing upon ximena). 

And thou ^rt laid 
To slumber in the shadow, blessed child ! 
Of a yet stainless altar, and beside 
A sainted warnor^s tomb! — Oh, fitting place 
For thee to yield thy pure heroic soul 
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Back unto him that gave it ! — And thy cheek 
Yet smiles in its bright paleness! 

ELMINA« 

Hadst thou seen 
The look with which she passed ! 

GONZALEZ (jMtt bending over her). 

Why, *tis almost 
Like joy to view thy beautiful repose ! 
The fbded image of that pisrfect calm 
Floats, e^en as long-^frargotten music, back 
Into my weary heart ! — No dark wild spot 
On thy clear brow doth tell of bloody hands 
That queheh^ yc^ung life by violence ! — We have seen 
Too much of horror, in aae crowded hour. 
To weep foir aught, so gently gathered hence i 
— Oh ! inan leaves other traces ! 

ELMiKA (m^ddmly Harlmgy 

It returns 
Oil Hly bewildered soul ! — Went ye not forth 
Unto the rescue P-^Aiid thou ^rt hei« alone ! 
— Where are my sons? 

€M>KZAi.xz {soiemnlii). 

We were too kite ! 
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ELMINA. 

Too late ! 
Hast thou nought else to tell me ? 

GONZALEZ. 

I brought back 
From that last field the bamier of my sil'es. 
And my own death-wound. 

Thine! 

GONZALEZ. 

Another hour 
Shall hush its throbs for ever. I go hence. 
And with me— — 

ELMINA. 

No ! — ^Man could not lift his hands — 
— Where hast thou left thy sons ? 

GONZALEZ. 

I Jiave no sons. 

ELMINA. 

What hast thou said ? 

GONZALEZ. 

That now there lives not one 
To wear the glory of mine andent house, 
When I am gone to rest. 



224 SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

ELMINA {throwing l^ersdfon the ground^ and speaking 

in a low hurried voice). 

In one brief hour, all gone ! — and mch a death ! 

— I see their blood gush forth ! — ^th^ graceful headfr* 

—Take the dark viaon^from me, oh, my Grod ! 

And such a death for them! — ^I was not there ! 

They were but mine in beauty and in joy, 

Not in that mortal anguish !— All, all gone ! 

—Why should I struggle more ? — What is this Power, 

Against whose might, on all sides presiung us, 

We strive with fierce impatience, which but lays 

Our own frail spirits prostrate ? 

{Afler a long pause). 

Now I know 

Thy hand, my God ! — and they are soonest crush'^d 

That most withstand it ! — I resist no more. 

{She rises). — A light, a light springs up from grief and 

death. 

Which with its solemn radiance doth reveal 

Why we have thus been tried ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Then I may still 
Fix my last look on thee, in holy love, 
Partmg, but yet with hope ! 
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ELMiNA {Jollify at his feet). 

Canst thou forgive ? 
— Oh, I have driven the arrow to thy heart. 
That should have buried it within mine own, 
And borne the pang in silence ! — I have cast 
Thy life's fair honour, in my wild despair, 
As an unvalued gem upon the waves, 
Whence thou hast snatch-d it back, to bear from earthy 
All stainless, on thy breast. — Well hast thou done-rr- 
But I — canst thou for^ve? 

OONZALEZ. 

Within this hour 
I have stood upon thatt verge whence mortals fall. 
And leartf d how 'tis with one whose sight grows dim. 
And whose foot trembles on the gulf's dark side. 
— ^Death purifies all feeling — ^We will part 
In pity and in love. 

ELMIMA. 

Death ! — ^Ajid thou too 
Art on thy way !— Oh, joy for thee, high heart ! 
Glory and joy for thee ! — The day is closed, 
And well and nobly hast thou borne thyself 
Through its long battle-toils, though many swords 
Have entered thine own soul ! — But on my head 



s46 



SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 



Ilecoil the fierce invokings of despair. 

And I am left fjur distanced in the race. 

The lonely one of earth ! — ^Aye, this is just 

I am not worthy that upon my heast 

In this, thine hour of victory, thou shouldst yidd 

Thy sfnrit unto Crod ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Thou art! thou art! 
Oh ! a lifers love, a he9rt*s long faithfulness, 
Ev'n in the presence of eternal things. 
Wearing their chasten*d beauty all undimm^d. 
Assert their lofty claims; and these are not 
For one dark hour to cancel ! — ^We are here. 
Before that altar which received the vows 
Of our unbrok^i youth, and meet it is 
For such a witness, in the sight of Heaven^ 
And in the face of death, whose shadowy arm 
Comes dim between us, to record th^ exchange 
Of our tried hearts* forgiveness, — Who are they. 
That in one path have journey 'd, needing not 
For^veness at its close ? 

(A Citizen enters hastily). 

CITIZEN. 

The Moors ! the Moors ! 
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GONZALEZ. 

Howl is the city stonn^d? 
Oh ! righteous Heaven I — ^for this I look'd not yet ! 
Hath all been done in vain ? — ^Why then, 'tb time 
For prayer, and then to rest ! 

CITIZEN. 

The sun ^all set, 
And not a Christian voice be left for prayer. 
To-night within Valencia? — Bound our walls 
The paynim host is gathering for th^ assault. 
And we have none to guard them. 

GONZALEZ. 

Then my place 
Is here no longer. — I had hoped to die 
Ev'n by the altar and the sepulchre 
Of my brave sires— but this was not to be ! 
Give me my sword again, and lead me hence 
Back to the ramparts. I have yet an hour. 
And it hath still high duties. — ^Now, my wife ! 
Thou mother of my children— of the dead— 
Whom I name unto thee in stedfast hope — 
Farewell ! 

£LMINA« 

No, not fare^dl ! — ^My soul hath risen 
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To mate itself with thine; and by thy side 
Amidst the hurtling lances I will stand. 
As one on whom a brave man'^s love hath been 
Wasted not utterly. 

GONZALEZ. 

J thank thee. Heaven ! 
That I have tasted of the awful joy 
Which thou hast ^ven to temper hours like this. 
With a deep sense of thee, and of thine ends 
In these dread visitings ! 
{To Elmina). We will not part, 

But with the spirit^s parting! 

ELMINA. 

On^ farewell 
To her, that mantled with sad loveliness, 
Doth slumber at our feet l- — My blessed child ! 
Oh ! in thy hearths affliction thou wert strong. 
And holy courage did pervade thy woe. 
As light the troubled waters ! — Be at peace ! 
Thou whose bright spirit made itself the soul 
Of all that were around thee ! — ^And thy life 
E'en then was struck, and withering at the core? 
— Farewell ! — thy parting look hath on me fall^n^ 
E'en as a gleam of heaven, and I am qqw 
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More like what thou hast been ! — My soul is hushM, 
For a still sense of piu'er worlds hath sunk 
And settled on its depths with that last sikiile 
Which from thine shone forth. — Thou hast not lived 
In vain — my child^ farewell ! 

GONZALEZ. 

SUrely for thee 
Death had n6 sting, Ximena ! — ^We are blest, 
To learn on^ secret of the shadowy pass, 
From such an aspect^s calmness. Yet once moi^ 
I kiss thy pale young cheek, my broken flower ! 
In token of th^ undying love and hope. 
Whose land iis far away^ {Exeunt^ 
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Scene^The Walls qfthe City. 
Hernandez. — A fern CUizens gathered round him. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Why, men have cast the treasures, whidi their lives 
Had been worn down in gathering, on the pyre. 
Aye, at their household hearths have lit the biraod, 
Ev'^n from that shrine of quiet love to bear 
The flame which gave their temples and thdr homes, 
In ashes, to the winds ! — They have done this. 
Making a blasted void where once the sun 
Looked upon lovely dwellings; and from earth 
Razing all record that on such a spot 
Childhood hath spruiig, age faded, misery wept, 
And frail Humanity knelt before her Grod ; 
-<->They have doae this, in their firee nobleness. 
Rather than see the spoiler's tread pollute 
Their holy places ! — Praise, high praise be theirs, 
Who have left man such lessons ! — ^And these things, 
Made your own hills their witnesses ! — The sky. 
Whose arch bends o^er you, and the seas, wherein 
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Your rivers pour their gold, rejoicing saw 
The altar, and the birth-place, and the tomb. 
And all memorials c^ man^s heart and faith, 
Thus proudly honoured ! — Be ye not outdone 
By the departed ! — Though the godless foe 
Be close upon us, we have power to snatch 
The spoils of victory from him. Be but strong ! 
A few bright torches and brief moments yet 
Shall baffle his flushed hope, and we may die. 
Laughing him unto scorn. — Rise, follow me. 
And thou, Valencia ! triumph in thy fate. 
The ruin, not the yoke, and make thy towers 
A beacon unto Spain ! 

CITIZEN. 

We'll follow thee! 
— ^Alas ! for our fair city, and the homes 

» 

Wherdu we reared our children ! — But away ! 
The Moor shall plant no crescent c?eT our fanes! 

VOICE (Jrom a Tower on the Walk). 
Succours I — Castile ! Castile ! 

CITIZENS {rushing to the spot). 

It is even so ! 
Now blessing be to Heaven, £or we are saved ! 
Castile, Castile I 
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VOICE {from the Tamer)^ 
Line after line of spears^ 
Lance after lance, upon the hdrizon^s verge. 
Like festal lights from cities bursting up, 
JDoth skirt the plain ! — In faith, a noble host ! 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

The Moor hath tunfd him from our walls, to front 
Th' advandng might of Spain ! 

CITIZENS (shouting). 

Castile! Castile! 



(&ONZALEZ enters, supported by Eliuna and a Citizenji 

GONZALEZ. 

What khouts of joy are these ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

Hail, chieftain ! hail ! 
^hiis ev^n in death ^tis given thee to receive 
^e conqu^ror^s feroWn I-^-Behold our God hath heard^ 
And arm^d himself with veilgeance ! — Lo ! they come ! 
The lances of Castile ! 

60NZALE2. 

I khew^ I knew 
^kou ^ouldst not utterly, my Grod^ forsake 
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Thy servant in his need ! — My blood and tears 
Have not sunk vdinly to th^ attesting earth ! 
Praise to thee, thanks and praise^ that I have lived 
To see this hour ! 

ELMINA; 

And I too bless thy name^ 
Though thou hast proved me unto agony! 
Oh God ! — Thou God of chastening ! 

Voice {Jrom the Tower). 

They move on ! 
I see the royal banner in the air, 
With its emblazoned towers ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Go, bring ye forth 

V 

The banner of the Cid, and plant it here. 
To stream above mej for an answerii^ sign 
That the good cross doth hold its lofty place 
Within Valencia still ! — ^What see ye now ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

I see a kingdom^s might upon its path. 

Moving, in terrible msignificence, 

tJnto revenge and victory ! — With the flash 

Of knightly sWords, up-sprin^g from the raiiks^ 

As meteors from a still and gloomy deep^ 
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And with the waving of ten thousand plumes, 
Like a land'*s harvest in the autiunn-wind. 
And with fierce light, which is not of the sun. 
But flung from sheets of steel — ^it comes, it comes. 
The vengeance of our Grod ! 

GONZALEZ. 

I hear it now. 
The heavy tread of mail-clad multitudes. 
Like thunder-sbowars upon the forest-paths. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Aye, earth knows well the omen of that sound, 
And she hath echoes, like a sepulchre^ 
Pent in her secret hollows, to jKspond 
Unto the step of death ! 

GONZALEZ. 

Hark ! how the wind 
Swells proudly with the battle-march ci Spain i 
Now the heart feels its power ! — A little while 
Grant me to live, my Grod! — ^What pause is this? 

HERNANDEZ. 

A deep and dreadful one ! — the serried files 
Level their spears fqr comhat; now the hosts 
Look on each other in their brooding wrath. 
Silent, and face to face. 
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VOICES HEARD WITHOUT, CHARTING. 

Calm on the bosom of thy Ckxl^ 

Fair spirit ! rest thee now ! 
E^en while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath t 

Soul, to its plajce on bi^ ! 
They that have seen thy look in death, 

No more may fear to die. 

ELMINA (k) GONZALEZ). 

It is the death-hymn o^er thy daughter's bier ! 
— But I am calm, and e^n like gentle winds. 
That mu^, through the stillness of my heart. 
Sends mournful peace. 

GONZALEZ. 

Ob I well those solemn tones 
Accord with such an hour, for all her life 
Breathed of a hero's soul ! 

[-4 sound of trumpets q/nd slioutingjrom the plain, 

HERNANDEZ. 

Now, now they close ! — Hark I what a dull dead sound 
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Is in the Moorish war^hout ! — I hare known 
Such tones prophetic oft. — The shock is ^ven — 
Lo ! they have placed their shields before their hearts, 
And lowered their lah6es with the streamers bn, 
And on their steeds bent forward ! — God for Spain ! 
The first bright sparks of battle have been struck 
From spear to spear, axiross the gleaming field ! 
' — *rhere is no sight on which the blue sky lookd 
To match with this ! — ^'Tis not the gallant crests, 
Nor banneils with their glorious blazonry ; 
The very nature and high soul of man 
Doth now reveal itself! 

GONZALEZ. 

Oh, raise me ilp, 
That I may look upon the noble scene ! 
— It will not be! — That this dull mist woiild pass 
A moment from my sight ! — Whence rose that shoutj 
As in fierce triumph ? 

HERNANDEZ {closping his hands). 

Must I look on this P 
^he banner sinks — ^'tis taken I 

GONZALEZ. 

Whose .^ 

HERNANDEZ. 

Castile's ! 
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GONZALEZ. 

Oh, God of Battles ! 

ELMINA. 

Calm thy noble heart'l 
Thou wilt not pas$ away without thy meed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 

HERNANDEZ. 

Cheer thee yet ! 
Our knights have spurred to rescue. — There is now 
A whirl, a mingling of all terrible things, 
Yet more appalling than the fierce distinctness 
Wherewith they moved before ! — I see tall'plumea 
All wildly tossing o^er the battlers tide, 
Swayed by the wrathful motion, and the press 
Of desperate men, as cedar-boughs by storms. 
Many a white streamer there is dyed with blood. 
Many a false corslet broken, many a shield 
Pierced through ! — Now, shout for Santiago, shout ! 
Lo ! javelins with a moment'^s brightness cleave 
The thickening dust, and barbed steeds go down 
With their helm''d riders ! — Who, but One, can tell 
How spirits part amidst that fearful rush 
And trampling on of furious multitudes ? 
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GOMZALSZ. 

Thou^rt ffllent ! — See^st tbou more ? — My soul grows dark. 

HERNANDEZ. 

And dark and troubled, as an angry sea. 
Dashing scmie gallant armament in socmh 
Against its rocks, is all cm wbidi I ga2e ! 
— -I can but tell thee how tall spears are crossed. 
And lances seem to shiver, and proud helms 
To listen with the stroke! — But round the spot. 
Where, like a storm*fell^d mast, our standard sank. 
The heart of battle bum& 

GOKZALEZ. 

Wheere is that spot ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

It is beneath the lonely tuft of palms. 

That lift thdr green heads o^er the tumult still. 

In calm and stately grace. 

OON0AL£Z« 

Tliere^ didst thou say ? 
Then God is with us, and we imtst prevail f 
For on that spot they died !«— My children's blood 
Calls on th' avenger thence ! 

ELMtNA. 

They perish'^d there! 
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— And the bright locks that waved so joyously 
To the free winds> lay trampled and defiled 
Ev'n on that place of death ! — Oh, Merciful ! 
Hush the dark thought within me ! 

HERNANDEZ (with suddcfi Bxtdtatum). 

"Who is he, 
On the white steed, and with the castled helm. 
And the gold-broider^d mantle, which doth float 
E^en like a sunny cloud above the fight ; 
And the pale cross, which from his breast-plate gleams 
With star-like radiance ? 

GONZALEZ {eagerly). 

Didst thou say the croasi ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

On his maird bosom i^liines d broad white cross, 
And his long plumage through the darkening air 
Streams like a snow-^wreath. 

GONZALEZ. 

That should be— 

HERNANDEZ. 

The king? 
— Was it not told us how he sent, of late. 
To the Cid^s tomb, e^en for the silver cross, 
Which he who slumb^^ there was wont to bind 
0'*er his brave heart in fight ^ ? 
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GONZALEZ (springii^ ^j^^ufiOy)* 

My king ! my king ! 
Now all good saints for Spain f^-My noble king! 
And thou art there ! — ^That I might look onoe nHnre 
Upon thy fSu^e! — ^But yet I thank thee. Heaven ! 
That thou hast sent him, firom my dying hands 
Thus to receive his CLtj ! 

[He sinks back into Elmina^s arwu. 

HERNANDEZ. 

He hath clearM 
A pathway midst the combat, and the light 
Follows his charge through yon dose living mass, 
E^en as the gleam on some pttmd vessel^s wake 
Along the stormy waters !— 'Tis redeemed — 
The castled banner ! — It is flung once more 
In joy and glory, to the sweeping winds! 
'. — There seems a wavering through the paynim hosts-r* 
Castile doth press them sore— Now, now rejoice ! 

GONZALEZ. 

What hast thou seen ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

Abdullah falls! He falls! 
The man of blood ! — the spoiler ! — he hath sunk 
In our king^s path ! — Well hath that royal sword 
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Avenged thy cause, Gonzalez ! 

They give way, 
The Crescent's van is broken ! — On the hills 
And the dark pine-woods may the infidel 
Call vainly, in his agony of fear, 
To cover him from vengeance !— Lo ! they fly ! 
They of the forest and the wilderness 
Are scattered, e'^en as leaves upon the wind ! 
Woe to the sons of Afric !— r-Let the plains. 
And the vine-mountains, and Hespenan seas. 
Take their dead unto them ! — that blood shall wash 
Our soil from stains of bondage. 

GONZALEZ (fzttempHng to raise himself). 

Set me free ! 
Come with me forffi, for I must greet my king, 
After his battle-field ! 

HERNANDEZ. 

Oh, blest in death ! 
Chosen of Heaven, farewell ! — Look on the Cross, 
And part from earth in peace I 

GONZALEZ. 

Now charge once more! 
God is with Spain, and Santiago's sword 
Is reddening all the air ! — Shout forth ^ Castile T 
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The day is ours ! — I go ; but fear ye not ! 

For Afric's lance is broken, and my sons 

Have won their first good field ! [He dies, 

ELMINA. 

Look on me yet ! 

Speak one farew^, my huidband! — must thy v<noe 
iSnter my soul no more ! — Thine eye is fix'd— 
Now is my hfe uprooted, — and 'tis well. 

{A Sound qftriiimpTiani Music is heard, and many 
Castilian Knights and Soldiers enter). 

A CITtZEN. 

Hush yoiu* triumphal sounds^ although ye come 
E'^en as deliverers ! — But theiN»ble dead, 
And those that mourn them, claim from human hearts 
Deep ^ent reverence. 

ELMINA (rising pnmdlj/i). 

No, swell forth^ Castile ! 
Thy trumpet^niusic, till the seas and heavens, 
And the deep hills, give every stormy note 
Echoes to ring through Spain! — How, know ye not 
That all arrayed for triumph, crown'^d and robed 
With the strong spirit which hath saved the land, 
Ev'^n now a conqueror to his rest is gone ? 
— Fear not to break that sleep, but let the wind 
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Swell on with victory's shout ! — He will not hear— r 
Hath earth a sound more sad ? 

HERNANDEZ. 

Lift ye the dead^ 
And bear him with the banner of his race 
Waving above him proudly, as it waved 
O'er the Cid's battles, to the tomb, wherein 
His warrior-sires are gathered. [They raise the body. 

ELMINA. 

Aye, 'tis thus 
Thou shouldst be honour'd ! — ^And I follow thee 
With an unfaltering and a lofty step. 
To that last home of glory. She that wears 
In her deep heart the memory of thy love 
Shall thence draw strength for all things, till the God^ 
Whose hand around her hath unpeopled earth. 
Looking upon her still and chasten'd soul,. 
Call it once more to thine ! 

{To the Castilians). 

Awake, I say, 
Tambour and trumpet, wake! — ^And let the land 
Through all her mountains hear your funeral peal ! 
— So should a hero pass to his repose. [Exeunt omnes. 
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NOTES. 



Note 1. 

Mountain ChristiaDs^ those natives of Spam^ who^ under 
their prince, Pelayo, took refuge amongst the mountains of 
the northern provinces, where they maintained their religion 
and liberty, whilst the rest of their country was overrun 
by the Moors. 

Note 2. 

Oh, free doth sorrow pass, Sfc, 

Frey geht das Ungliick durch die ganze £rde. 

Schiller's Death of WallensHen, act iv. sc. 2. 

Note 3. 

Tizona, the fire-brand. The name of the Cid's ^vourite 
sword, takeA in battle from the Moorish long Bucar, 
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Note 4. 
Haw he won Valencia from the MooTj Sfc. 

ValeDcia, which has been repeatedly beaded, and taken 
by the armies of different nations^ remained in the pos- 
session of the Moors for an hundred and serenty years after 
the Cid's death. It was r^ained from them by King Don 
Jayme <^ Aragon^ sumamed the Conqueror; after whose 
success I haye Tentured to suppose it governed 1^ a de^ 
scendant of the Campeadm*. 

Note 5. 

It was a Spanish traditian, that the great bell of the 
bathedral ci Saragossa always toUed spontaneously before a 
king of Spain died. 

Note 6. 

'' £1 que en buen hora nasco;" he that was bom in happy 
hour. An appellation given to the Cid in the ancient 
bhronides. 

Note 7. 

• 

For this, and the subsequent aUunons to i^aaidi l^nds> 
bee The Itomantes ahd Chromde of the Cid. 

Note 8. 

'' La voili^ telle que la mort noiia I'a feite l^-^Bcssuei, 
Oramm FufMrer. 



NOTES. 247 

Note 9. 

This circumstance is recorded of King Don Alfonso^ the 
last of that name. He sent to the Cid's tomb for the cross 
which that warrior was accustomed to wear upon his breast 
when he went to battle^ and had it made into one for him- 
self; ^^ because of the faith which he had^ that through it 
he should obtain the victory."— iSati^Aey** Chronicle of the 
Cid. 



SONGS OF THE CID «. 



The following ballads are not translations item, the Spabish^ 
but are founded upon some of the 'wild and wonderful' tradi- 
tions preserved in the romances of that language^ and the 
ancient po^m of the Cid. 



THE GID'S DEPARTURE INTO EXILE. 

With sixty knights in his gallant train^ 
Went forth the Campeador of Spain ; 
For wUd sierras and plains afar. 
He left the lands of his own Bivari. 

To march o^er field, and to watch in tent, 
From his home in good Castile he went; 
^o the wasting siege and the battlers van, 
— ^For the noble Cid was a banished man ! 

* OrigiDally published in the New Monthly Magazine. 
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Through his olive-woods the mom-breeze played. 
And his natiye streams wild music made, 
And clear in the sunshine his vineyards lay. 
When for march and combat he took his way. 

With a thoi^tfiii qniit his way he took. 
And he turned hb steed for a parting look. 
For a parting look at his own fair towers ; 
— Oh ! the Exile^s heart hath weary hours ! 

The pennons were spread, and the band array'd. 
Bat the Cid at th^ tibieihold a moment stayM ; 
It w€U but a moment — ^the halls were lone. 
And the gates of his dwelling all open thrown. 

There was not a ste^d in the empty stall. 
Nor a spear nor a cloak on the naked wall. 
Nor a hawk on the perch, nor a seat at the door. 
Nor the sound of a Mep on die hollow 4eor'. 

Then a dim tear swelTd to the warrior's eye. 
As the voice rf his native groves went by; 
And he said — " My foemen thdr wish have won- 
^— Now the will of God be in all things done !^ 
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But the trumpet blew, with its note of cheer, 
And the winds of the morning swept off the tear. 
And the fields of his glory lay distant far, 
—He is gone from the towers of his own Bivar ! 
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THE CID'S DEATH-BED. 



It was an hour of grief and fear 

Within Valenda'*8 walls. 
When the blue spring-heaven lay still and dear 

Above her marUe halls. 

There were pale cheeks and troubled eyes. 

And steps of hurrying feet. 
Where the Zambra'^s^ notes were wont to rise. 

Along the sunny street. 

It was an hour of fear and grief. 

On bright Valenda'^s shore. 
For Death was busy with her chief. 

The noble Campeador. 

The Moor-king^s barks were on the deep. 

With sounds and ^gns of war, 
For the Cid was passing to his sleep. 

In the alent Alcazar. 
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No moon was heard through the towers of state. 

No weeper^s aspect seen, 
But by the couch Ximena sate, 

With pale, yet stedfast mien 4. 

StiUness was round the leader^s bed. 

Warriors stood moiunful nigh. 
And banners, oVr his glorious head, 

Were drooping heavily. 

And feeble grew the conquering hand. 

And cold the valiant breast ; 
— He had fought the battles of the land, 

V 

And his hour was come to rest. 

What said the Ruler of the field ? 

— His voice is faint and low ; 
The breeze that creeps, o^er his lanc^ and shield 

Hath louder accents now. 

^^ Raise ye no cry, and let no moan 

Be made when I depart ; 
The Moor must hear no dirge^s tone, 

Be ye of mighty heart ! 
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<< Let the cymbal-^lash. and the trumpet-stxain 
From your walls ring tax and shrill. 

And fear ye not, for the saints of Spain 
Shall grant you victory still. 

" And gird my form with mail-ayray. 

And set me on my ^tiaed^ 
So go ye forth on your fuBeraJUwi^, 

And God shall give you ^peed. 

^^ Go with the dead in the front of war. 
All arm^d with sword and helpn, ^ 

And march by the camp of KijPg Buear, 
For the good Castilian realm. 

^^ And let me slumber in the soil 

Which gave my f athera birth ; 
I have closed my day of battle-^toil. 

And my course is done on earth.^ 

— Now wave, ye glorious banners, wave ! ^ 
Through the lattice a wind sweeps hj^ 

And the arms, o^er the deatlubed of the bmve^ 
Send forth a hollow sigh. 
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Now wave, ye banners of many a fight ! 

As the fresh wipd o'*er you sweeps ; 
The wind and the banners fall hush'^d as night, 

The Campeador — ^he sleeps ! 

Sound the battle-horn on the breeze of mom, 

And swell out the trumpet'^s blast. 
Till the notes prevail o^er the voice of wail, 

For the noble Cid hath passed ! 
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THE CID^S FUNERAL PROCESSION. 



The Moor had beleaguer'd Valencia's towers. 
And lances gleam'd up through her citron-bowers. 
And the tents of the desert had ^rt her plain, 
And camels were trampling the vines of Spain ; 
For the Cid was gone to rest. 

There were men from wilds where the death-wind sweeps, 
There were spears from hills where the lion sleeps, 
There were bows from sands where the ostrich runs. 
For the shrill horn of Airic had call'^d her sons 
To the battles of the West 

The midnight bell, o'er the dim seas heard. 
Like the roar of waters, the air had stirr'd ; 
The stars were shining o'er tower and wave. 
And the camp lay hush'd, as a wizard's cave ; 
But the Christians woke that night. 
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They rear'^d the Cid on his barbed steed, 
Like a warrior maiPd for the hour of need, 
And they fix^d the sword in the cold right hand, ' 
Which had fought so well for his father^s land, 
And the shidd from his neck hung bright 

There was arming heard in Valenda^s halls. 
There was vi^ kept on the rampart walls ; 
Stars had not faded, nor clouds tumM red. 
When the knights had girded the noble dead. 
And the burial-train moved out. 

With a measured pace^ as the pace of one. 
Was the still death-march of the host begun ; 
With a silent step went the cuirassM bandi^ 
Like a lion's tread on the burning sands. 
And they gave no battle-shout. 

When the first went forth, it was midnight deep, 
In heaven was the moon, in the camp was sleep. 
When the last through the city's gates had gone. 
O'er tent and rampart the bright day shone. 
With a sun-burst from the sea. 
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There were kni^ts five hundred went ana*d be£nra^ 
And Bermudez the Cid^s green standard bore ;^ « 
To ito last fair field, with the break of mom. 
Was the glorious banner in silence borne. 
On the glad wind streaming free. 

And the Campeador came stately then. 
Like a leader circled with steel-clad men ! 
The helmet was down o'^er the face of the deed. 
But his steed went proud, by a warrior led. 
For he knew that the Cid was there. 

He was there, the Cid, with his own good sword. 
And Ximoia following her noble lord ; 
Her eye was solemn, her step was slow. 
But there rose not a sound of war or woe. 
Not a whisper on the air. 

The halls in Valencia were still and lone. 
The churdies were empty, the masses done ; 
There was not a voice through the wide streets far. 
Nor a footiSall heard in the Alcazar, 
— So the burial-train moved out. 
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With a measured pa^e^ as ^^ pace of d&e^ 
Was the still deatb-mttpch of the hosi begun ; 
With a silent step went the cuirass^d bandsy 
Like a lion^s tread oil the burning sands ; 
— ^And they gave no battle-^out. 

But the deep hills pealM with a ttj ere Icmg^ 
When the Christians burst on the Paynim throng l 
— With a sudden flash of the lanee and spear. 
And a charge of the war-steed in full career, 
It was Alvar FaHez came! 7^ 

He that was wrapt with no funeral shroud. 
Had passM before^ like a threatening cloud ! 
And the storm rushed down on the tented jdain, 
And the Archer-Queen, ^ with her bands lay slain. 
For the Cid upheld lus fame. 

Then a terror fell on the King Bucar, 
And the Lybian kings who had jcnn^d his. war*; 
And their hearts grew heavy, and died away. 
And their hands could not wield an assagay, 
For the dreadful things they sitw ! 

s2 
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For it seemed where Minaya his cxmet madey 
There were seveD^ thousand knights arrayed. 
All white as the snow on Nevada^s ste^ 
And they came like the £oam oi a roaring deep; 
— ^was a sight of fear and awe! 

And the crested form of a warrior tall, 
With a sword of fire, went before them all ; 
With a sword of fire, and a banner pale, 
And a blood-red cross on his shadowy mail. 
He rode in the battlers van ! 

There was fear in the path of his dim white horse, 
There was death in the Giant-wanior^s course ! 
Where his banner streamed with its ghosdy light. 
Where his sword blazed out, there was hunying flight. 
For it seemed not the sword of man ! 

The field and the river grew darkly led. 
As the kings and leaders of Afric fled ; 
There was work for the men of the Cid that day ! 
— They were weary at eve, when they ceased to slay^ 
As reapers whose task is done! 
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The kings and the leaders of Afnc fled ! 
The sails of their galleys in haste were spread ; 
But the sea had its share of the Paynim-slain, 
And the bow of the desert was broke in Spain ; 
— So the Cid to his griave passM on ! 
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THE CID'S EISING. 

# 

^TwAs the deep mid-watch of the silent ni{^t» 

And Leon in slumber lay, 
When a sound went forth, in rushing night. 
Like an army on its way ! ^ 
In the stillness of the hour. 
When the dreams of sleep have power. 
And men forget the day. 

Through the dark and lonely streets it went. 

Till the sliunberers woke in dread ; — 
The sound of a pas^g armament. 
With the charger's stony tread.' 
There was heard no trumpet's peal. 
But the heavy tramp of steel. 
As a host's, to combat led. 

Through the dark and lonely streets it pass'd. 
And the hollow pavement rang. 

And the towers, as with a sweeping blast, 
Rock'd to the stormy clang ! 
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But the march of -the viewless train 
Went on to a royal fane, 
Where a priest his night-hymn sang. 

There was knocking that shook the marble floor, 

And a voice at the gate, which said — 
** That the Cid Ruy Diez, the Campeador, 
Was there in his arms arrayed ; 
And that with him, from the tomb. 
Had the Count Gonzalez come, 
With a host, uprisen to aid ! 

** And they came for the buried king that lay 

At rest in that ancient fane ; 
For he must be armM on the battle-day. 
With them, to deliver Spain V^ 
— Then the march went sounding on. 
And the Moors, by noontide sun. 
Were dust on Tolosa^s plain. 
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NOTES. 



Note 1. 

Bi7AR, the supposed birth-place of the Cid, was a castle^ 
about two leagues from Burgos. 



Note 2. 

Tomaba la cabeza^ e estabalos catando: 
Vio puertas abiertas, e uzos sin canados, 
Alcandaras vacias^ sin pielles e sin mantos : 
£ sin fEdcones, e sin adtores mudados. 
Sospird mio Cid. Foem of the Cid. 



Note 3. 

The zambra. a Moorish dance. When Valencia was taken 
by the Cid, many of the Moorish &milies chose to remain 
there, and reside under his government. 

Note 4. 

The calm fortitude ci Ximena is frequently alluded to in 
the romances. 
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Note 5. 

Banderas aUtigoas^ tristes 
De victorias un tiempo amadas^ 
Tremolando estan al viento 
Y lloran aunque no hablan^ 8cc, 

Herder's translation of these romances (Der Cid^ nach 
Spanischen Romanzen besungen) are remarkable for their 
spirit and scrupulous fidelity. 

Note 6. 

'^ And while they stood there they saw the Cid Ruy Diez 
coming up with three hundred knights ; for he W not 
been in the battle^ and they knew his green pennon"'^ 
Southey^s Chronicle of the CM, 

Note 7. 

Alvar Fanez Minaya^ one of the Cid's most distinguished 
warriors. 



NoteSi 

"The archer queen- 



A Moorish Amazon^ who, witb ft band of female warriors^ 
accompanied King Bucar from Africa. Her arrows were 
80 unerring, th«i she obtained the make of tbe Sttar of 
archers. 



NOTES. 267 



Una Mora muy gallarda. 
Gran maestra en el tirar^ 
Con Saetas del Aljava, 
De los arcos de Turquia 
Estrella era nombrada. 
For la destreza que avia 
En el herir de la X^a. 



Note 9. 
See Southey's Chronicle of the Cid, p. 352. 



BELSHAZZAR'S FEAST*. 



rr WAS night in Babylon : yet many a beam 
Of lamps, far-glittering from her domes on high. 
Shone, brightly mingling in Euphrates^ stream, 
With the dear stars of that Chaldean sky, 
Whose azure knows no doud : — each whisper'^d sigh 
Of the soft night-breeze through her terrace-bowers 
Bore deepening tones of joy and melody, 
O^er an illuming wilderness of flowers; 
And the glad city'^s voice went up fix>m all her towers. 

But prouder mirth was in the kingly hall', 
Where, midst adoring slaves, a gorgeous band ! 
High at the stately midnight-festival, 
Belshazzar sat enthroned. — There Luxury^s hand 
Had shower^ around all treasures that expand 

* Originally published in Mrs. Joanna BaUlie^s GoUeetion, of Poemjr 
from living Authors. 
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Beneath the burning East ; — all gems that pour 
The sunbeams back ; — all sweets of many a land, 
Whose gales waft incense from their spicy shore; 
— ^But mortal Pride looked on, and still demanded more. 

With richer zest the banquet may be fraught, 
A loftier theme may swell th** exulting strain ! 
The Lprd of naticxis spoke,-— ^€md forth were brought 
The spoils o£ SaleDQt?s devastated fane : 
Thrice holy vessels!^ — ^pure froacQ earthly staio. 
And set apart» and sanctified to Him, 
Who d^gaM within, the oracle to reign, 
Reve^^d,. yet shadowed ; making noon-day dim. 
To that most ^Qtiou» cloud between the Chemfaim. 

They came^ and louder peal'^d the voice of song. 
And pride flashed brighter from the kindling eye. 
And He who sleeps not heard tb^ elated throng, 
In mirth that plays with thunderbolts,, defy 
The Rock of Ziou I— Fill the nectar high^ 
High in the cups of consecrated gold ! 
And cxGwn the bcrwl with garlands^ ere they die, 
And bid the censers of the Temple hold 
Offerings to BabePs gods, the mighty ones of old ! 
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Peace !-^ift it but a phaAtom oi the brain, 
Thus shadoVi} forth the senses to afqpal. 
Yon fearful vision ? — ^Who shall gaze again 
To search its cause ?-*Along the illumined wsllj 
Startling, yet riveting the eyes of all, 
Darkly it moves,— «« hand, a human band^ 
O^er the bright lamps of that resplendent hall 
In silence tracing, as a mystic wand, 
Words all unknown, the tongue oi some fur distant land. 

There are pale cheeks around the r^;al board. 
And quivering limbs, and whiqpers deep and low, \ 
And fitful starts!*— the wme, in triumph pour'^d, 
Untasted foams, tb^ song hath ceased to flow,. 
The waving censer drops to earth — and lo ! 
The King of Men, the Ruler, girt with might. 
Trembles before a diadow ! — Say not so! 
— ^The child of dust, with guilt's foreboding sight, 
Shrinks from the Dread Unknown, th^ ^vei^ing Infinite ! 

But haste ye ! — ^bring Chaldea'^s gifted seers^ 
The men of prescience ! — ^hajdy to their eyes. 
Winch track the future through th^ rolling spheres, 
Yon mystic sign may speak in pro{^ecies. 
They come — ^the readers of the midnight skies. 
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They that give voioe to visioiis — ^but in Vain ! 
Still wrapt in douds the awful secret lies, 
It hath no language midst die starry train. 
Earth has no ^ted tongue Heaven^s mysteries to explain. 

Then stood forth one, a child of other ares. 
And other ins^nration ! — One of those 
Who on the willows hung their captive lyres. 
And sat, and wept, where BabeFs river flows. 
His eye was bright, and yet the deep repose 
Of his pale features half o^eraw^d the mind. 
And imaged forth a soul, whose joys and woei» 
Were of a loftier stamp than aught assigned 
To Earth ; a bang seaVd and sever'^d fi^m mankind. 

Yes ! — ^what was earth to him, whose spirit passM 
Timers utmost bounds ?— on whose unshrinking fflgfat 
Ten thousand shapes c^ burning glory cast 
Thar full resplendence ? — Majesty and might 
Were in his dreams ; — ^for him the veil of light 
Shrouding heaven'^s inmost sanctuary and throne. 
The curtain of th** unutterably bright 
Was raised ! — ^to him, in fearful splendour shownf, ' 
Ancient of days ! e^en thou, mad^st thy dread pi^esence 
known. 
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He spoke : — the shadows of the things to come 
PassM o'er his soul : — " O King, elate in pride ! 
God hath sent forth the writing of thy doom, 
The one, the living God, by thee defied ! 
He, in whose balance earthly lords are tried. 
Hath weighed, and found thee wanting. ^Tis decreed 
The conqueror'^s hands thy kingdom shall divide. 
The stranger to thy throne of power succeed ! 
The days are full, they come; — ^the Fernan and the 
Meder 



There fdl a moments thrilling silence round, 
A breathless pause ! the hush of hearts that beat 
And limbs that quiver : — is there not a sound, 
A gathering cry, a tread of hurrying feet ? 
— 'Twas but some echo, in the crowded street. 
Of far-heard revelry ; the shout, the song. 
The measured dance to music wildly sweet. 
That speeds the stars their joyous course along;— 
Away ! nor let a dream disturb the festal throng ! 

Peace yet agmn ! — ^Hark ! steps in tumult flying, 
Steeds rushmg cm, as o'er a battle-field ! 
The shout of hoi^ exulting or defying. 
The press of multitudes that strive or yield ! 

T 
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And the knid startling clash of spear and shield^ 
Sudden as earthquake's burst l-^and, Uent widi these, 
The last wild shriek cxf those whose doom is seaTd 
In their full mirth ! — all deepening on the breeze 
As the long stormy roar of far-advanring seas! 

And nearer yet the trumpet^s blast is swelling. 
Loud, shrill, and savage, drowmng every cry I 
And lo ! the spcnler in the regal dwelling, 
Death bursting on the halls of revelry ! 
Ere on their brows one fragile rose-leaf die. 
The sword hath raged through joy^s devoted tndii, 
Ere one bright star be fSsuled from the sky. 
Red flames, like banners, wave from dome ioid 6m, 
Empire is lost and won, Belshazzar with the daiiiu 

FalVn is the golden city ! in the dust 
Spoiled of her crown, dtsttiaiitled of her state. 
She that hath made the Strength of Towers her trust, 
Weeps by her dead, supremely desolate f 
She that beheld the nations at her gate, 
Thrcmging in homage, shall be called tio more • 
Lady of kingdmns !t— Who shall mourn hiar- fitte ? 
Her guilt is full, her march of trimnph 6^|*-^ 
—What widowM land ^all nowTi^irid^^llMdd^plm^? 
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Sit thou in silence i Thou that wert enthroned 
On many waters ! thou, whose augurs read 
The language of the planets, aqd disown'd 
The mighty liameit blazons!— Val thy head^ 
Daughter of Babylon I the sword is red 
From thy destroyers'* harvest, and the yoke 
Is on thee, O most proud ! — for thou hast said, 
^^ I am, and none beside V^ — Th^ Eternal spoke. 
Thy glory was a spoil, thine idol-gods were broke. 

But go thou forth, O Israel ! wake ! rejoice ! 
Be clothed with strength, as in thine ancient day ! 
Renew the sound of harps, th^ exulting vcnce. 
The mirth of timbrels ! — loose the chain, and say 
God hath redeem'*d his people! — from decay 
The silent and the trampled shall arise ; 
— ^Awake ; put on thy beautiful array. 
Oh long-forsaken Zion ! — to the skies 
Send up on every wind thy choral melodies! 

And lift thy head ! — Behold thy sons returning. 
Redeemed from exile, ransomed from the chain ! 
Light hath revisited the house of mourning*; 
She that on Judah'^s mountains wept in vain 

t2 
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Because her children were not — dwells again 
Girt with the lovely ! — ^through thy streets once more. 
City of God ! shall pass the bridal train, 
And the bright lamps their festive radiance pour. 
And the triumphal hymns thy joy of youth restore ! 
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THE CHIEFTAIN^S SON. 



Yes, it is ours! — the field b won, 

A dark and evil field ! 
Lift from the ground my noble son. 
And bear him homewards on his bloody shield ! 

Let me not hear your trumpets ring. 

Swell not the battle-horn ! 
Thoughts far too sad thosq notes will bring, 
When to the grave my glorious flower is borne ! 

Speak not of victory ! — ^in the name 

There is too much of woe ! 
Hush'd be the empty voice of Fame- 
Call me back his whose graceful head is low. 

Speak not of victory !— from my halls 

The sunny hour is gone ! 
The ancient banner on my walls 
Must sink ere long — I had but him — ^but one ! 
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Within the dwelling of my sires 

The hearths will soon be cold. 
With me must die the beacon-fires 
That streamM at midnight from the moimtain-4i<dd. 

And let them fiide^ ^ce this must be. 

My lovely and my brave ! 
Was thy bnght blood pour'd forth for me, 
And is there but for stately youth a gcave? 

Speak to me onoe again^ my boy ! 
Wilt thou not hear my call? 
Thou wert so full of life and joy, 
I had not dreamt of this — that thou couldst fell ! 

Thy mother watches firom the steep 

For thy returning plume ; 
How shall I tell her that thy sleep 
Is of the silent bouse, th^ untimely tomb? 

Thou didst not 9^m as on^ to die, 
With all thy young renown ! 
— Ye saw his falchion's flash on high. 
In the mid-fight, when is^eaxs and crests went down ! 
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Slow be your march ! — the field is won ! 

A dark and evil field ! 
Lift from the ground my noble son, 
And bear him homewards on his bloody shield. 
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THE FUNERAL GENIUS; 



AN ANCIENT STATCE. 



^ Ddxmt, eoorooiie de fleun, ks bras eleres et poses sor sa tele, et le dos 
appojre oontie nn pin, oe genie aemUe ezprimer per son attitnde le t%os des 
morts. T>es bes-idiefii des tixnbeenz offirnt tooTcnt des fignies semUaUes.** 
— ViscoNTi, Dcscriptum des Antiques du Mua6e RoyaU 



Thou shouldst be lookM on when the starlight falls 
Through the blue stillness of the summer-air, 
Not by the torch-fire wavering on the walls; 
It hath too fitful and too wild a glare ! 
And thou ! — ^thy rest, the soft, the lovely, seems 
To ask light steps, that will not break its dreams. 

Flowers are upon thy brow ; for so the dead 

Were crowned of old, with pale spring-flowers like these 

Sleep on thine eye hath sunk ; yet softly shed. 

As from the wing of some faint southern breeze : 

And the pine-boughs overshadow thee with gloom 

Which of the grove seems breathing — not the ton^b. 
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They fearM not death, whose calm and gradous thought 

Of the last hour, hath settled thus in thee ! 

They who thy wreath of pallid roses wrought, 

And laid thy head against the forest-tree, 

As that of one, by music^s dreamy dose. 

On the wood-violets lulled to deep repose. 

They fear'^d not death ! — ^yet who shall say his touch 

Thus lightly falls on gentle things and fair? 

Doth he bestow, or will he leave so much 

Of tender beauty as thy features wear ? 

Thou sleeper of the bower ! on whose young eyes 

So still a night, a night of summer, lies ! 

Had they seen aught like thee?— -Did some fedr boy 
Thus, with his graceful hair, before them rest? 
— His graceful hair, no more to wave in joy. 
But drooping, as with heavy dews oppressed ! 
And his eye veiled so softly by its fringe. 
And his lip faded to the white-rose tinge ? 

Oh ! happy, if to them the one dread hour 
Made known its lessons from a brow like thine I 
If all their knowledge of the spoiler'*s power 
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Cme bjr a look, so UanquiU j dhrine ! 

— ^Let him, wbo tkus haih feen the loiwdj put. 

Hold wdl that image to his tbou^^tfol heart! 

But thou, £ur dumbaier ! was there less of woe^ 

Or love, or terror, in the days of cdd. 

That men poured out thor gladdening qnrit^s flow. 

Like sunshine, on the desolat e and cold. 

And gave thy aemUanoe to the shadowy king 

Who for deep souls had then a deeper sting? 

In the dark bosom of the earth they laid 
Far more than we — ^for loftier £E|ith is ours ! 
Their gems were lost in ashe&— yet they made 
The grave a place of beauty and of flowers. 
With fragrant wreadis, and summer4xM]g^ array *d. 
And lovely sculpture gleaming throu^ the shade. 

Is it for m a darker gloom to shed 

O^er its dim preqncts ?-— do we not entrust 

But for a time, its chambers with our dead, 

And strew immortal seed upon the dust? 

—Why should we dwell on that which lies beneath. 

When living light hath touched the brow of death ? 
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THE TOMBS OF PLAT^A. 



FROM A PAINTING BY WILLIAMS. 



And there they sleep I — the tnen who stood 
In arms before th^ exulting sun, 
And bathed their spears in Persian bloody 
And taught the earth how freedom might be wchi. 

They sleep 1— -th^ Olympic wreaths are dead; 
Th^ Athenian lyres are hush*d and gone ; 
The Dorian voice of song is fled — 
*— Slumber, ye mighty! slumber deeply on \ 

They sleep, and seems not all around 
As hallowed unto glory^s tomb ? 
Silence is on the battle ground. 
The heavens are loaded with a breathless gloom. 

And stars are watching on their h^ght, 
But dimly seen through mist and cloud. 
And still and solemn is die light 
Which folds the plain, as with a glimmering shroud. 
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And thou, pale night-queen! here thy beams 
Are not aa thoae the diej^erd loves. 
Nor look they down on shining streams. 
By Naiads haunted, in their laurel groves : 

Thou seest no pastoral hamlet sleep. 
In shadowy quiet, midst its vines ; 
No temple gleaming fix>m the steep. 
Midst the grey olives, or the mountain pines : 

But o^er a dim and boundless waste, 
Thy rays, e^en like a tomb-lamp% brood. 
Where man's departed steps are traced 
But by his dust, amidst die solitude. 

And be it thus ! — ^What slave shall tread 
O^er freedom^s ancient battle-plains ? 
Let deserts wrap the glorious dead. 
When their bright land sits weeping o*er her chains 

Here, where the Per^an clarion rung. 
And where the Spartan sword flash'd high. 
And where the Paean strains were sung. 
From year to year swells on by liberty! 
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Here should no voice, no sound, be heard, 
Until the bonds of Greece be riven. 
Save of the leader'^s charging word. 
Or the shrill trumpet, pealing up through heaven! 

Rest in your silent homes, ye brave ! 

No vines festoon your lonely tree* ! 

No harvest o'er your war-field wave. 

Till rushing winds proclaim— the land is free ! 

* A single tree appears in Mr. Williams's impressive picture. 
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THE VIEW FROM CASTRI. 



FROM A PAINTING BY WILLIAMS. 



There have been bright and glorious pageants here, 
Where now grey stones and moss-grown ooliumis lie ; 
There have been words, which earth grew pale to hear, 
Breathed from the cavem'*s misty chambers nigh : 
There have been voices, through the sunny sky. 
And the pine-woods, their choral hymn-notes sending, 
And reeds and lyres, their Dorian melody. 
With incense-clouds around the temple blending. 
And throngs, with laurel-boughs, before the altar bending. 

There have been treasures of the seas and isles 
Brought to the day-god'^s now forsaken throne ; 
Thunders have pealed along the rock-defiles, • 
When the far-echoing battle-horn made known 
That foes were on their way ! — ^the deep-wind'^s moan 
Hath chill'd th** invader^s heart with secret fear. 
And from the Sybil-grottoes, wild and lone. 
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Storms have gone forth, which, in their fierce career, 
From \m bold hand have struck the banner and the spear. 

The shrine hath sunk ! — ^but thou unchanged art there ! 
Mount of the voice and vision, robed with dreams I 
Unchanged, and rushing through the radiant air, 
yTiih thy dark-waving fnnes, and flashing streams. 
And all thy founts of song ! their bright course teems 
With inspiration yet ; and each dim haze. 
Or golden doud which floats around thee, seems 
As with its mantle, veiling from our gaze 
The mysteries of the past, the gods of elder days ! 

Away, vidn phantasies ! — doth less of power 
Dwell round thy summit, or thy difls invest. 
Though in deep stillness now, the ruin^s flower 
Wave o^er the pillars moulderiiig on thy breast ? 
— Lift through the free blue heavens thine arrowy crest t 
Let the great rocks their solitude regain \ 
No Delphian l3a:es now break thy noontide rest 
With their full chords : — ^but silent be the strain ! 
Thou hast a mightier voice to speak th^ Etemars reign* ! 

* This, with the preceding, and several of the following pieees, hane ap- 
peared in the Edinburgh Magazine. 
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THE FESTAL HOUR. 



Whkn are the lesBcms ^ven 
That shake the startled earth ? — When wakes the foe. 
While the fiiend sleeps ! — ^When fiills the traitors bk>w? 

When are jniood sceptres riven, 
ICgh hopes overthrown ? — It is, when lands rejmoe. 
When cities hlaze, and lift th** exulting voice. 
And wave thor banners to the kindling heaven ! 

Fear ye the festal hour ! 
When mirth overflows, then tremble ! — ^Twas a night 
Of gorgeous revel, wreaths, and dance, and light. 

When through the r^al bower 
The trumpet pealM, ere yet the song was done. 
And there were shrieks in golden Babylon, 
And trampling armies, ruthless in thor power. 

The marble shrines were crown'd : 
Young vdioes, through the blue Athenian sky. 
And Dorian reeds, made summer-melody, 

And censers waved around; 
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And lyres were strung, and bright libations pour'd, 
When, through the streets, flashed out th^ aven^ng sword, 
Fearless and free, the sword with myrtles bound* ! 

Through Rome a triumph passed. 
Rich in her sun-god^s mantling beams went by 
That long array of glorious pageantry. 

With shout and trumpet-blast 
An empire's gems their starry splendour shed 
O'er the proud march ; a king in chains was led ; 
A stately victor, crown'd and robed, came last-|". 

And many a Dryad's bower 
Had lent the laurels, which, in waving play, 
Stirr'd the warm air, and glisterfd round his way, 

As a quick-flashing shower. 
— O'er his own porch, meantime, the cypress hung, 
Through his fair haUs a cry of anguish rung- 
Woe for the dead! — the father's broken flower! 



* The sword of Hannodius. 

•f Paulus ^milius, one o£ whose sons died a few days before, and another 
shortly, after, his triumph on the conquest of Macedon, when Perseus, king 
of that country, was led in chains. 
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A sound of lyre and song, 
In the still night, went floating o^er the Nile, 
Whose waves, by many an old mysterious pile. 

Swept with that voice along ; 
And lamps were shining o'er the red wine's foam. 
Where a chief revell'd in a monarch's dome, 
And fresh rose-garlands deck'd a glittering throng. 

'Twas Antony that bade 
The joyous chords ring out ! — ^but strains arose 
Of wilder omen at the banquet's close ! 

Sounds, by no mortal made*, 
Shook Alexandria through her streets that night, 
And pass'd — and with another sunset's light. 
The kingly Roman on his bier was laid. 

Bright midst its vineyards lay 
The fair Campanian city-|-, with its towers 



• See the description given by Plutarch, in his life of Antony, of the 
supematural sounds heard in the streets of Alexandria, the night before 
Antony's death. 

f Herculaneum, of which it is related, that aU the inhabitants were as- 
sembled in the theatres, when the shower of ashes, which covered the dty, 
descended. 



THE FESTAL HOUR. 291 

And temples gleaming through dark oliye4x>wer8y 

Clear in the golden day; 
Joy was around it as the glowing sky, 
And crowds had filPd its halls of revelry, 
And all the sunny air was music'^s way. 

A cloud came oVr the face 
Of Italy's rich heaven ! — its crystal blue 
Was changed, and deepened to a wrathful hue 

Of night, overshadowing space. 
As with the wings of death ! — ^in all his power 
Vesuvius woke, and hurPd the burning shower, 
And who could tell the buried city's place ? 

Such things have been of yore, 
In the gay re^ons where the citrons blow, 
And purple summers all their sleepy glow 

On the grape-clusters pour ; 
And where the palms to spicy winds are waving, 
Along clear seas of melted sapphire, laving. 
As with a flow of light, their southern shore. 

Turn we to other climes ! 
Far in the Druid-Isle a feast was spread, 

u2 
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Midst the rodL-altan of the warruNr-dead*, 

And ancient battle-rhymes 
Were chanted to the harp ; and yellow mead 
Went flowing round, and tales of martial deed. 
And lofty songs of Britain'^s elder time. 

But ere the giant-£Eme 
Cast its broad shadows on the robe of even, 
HushM were the bards, and, in the face of Heaven, 

O'^er that old burial-plain 
FlashM the keai Saxon dagger! — Blood was streamii^, 
Wli^« late the mead-cup to the sun was gleaming. 
And Britain^s hearths were heapM that night in vain. 

For they return^ no more ! 
They that went fcnth at mom, with reckless heart. 
In that fierce banquet^s mirth to bear their part; 

And, on the rushy floor. 
And the bright spears and bucklers of the walls. 
The high wood-fires were blazing in their haUs; 
But not for them — ^they slept — ^their feast was o'er ! 

* Stondiengs, said by some tradi t ions to have been erected to the menioiy 
of Ambrosfais, an early British Idng ; and by others mentioiied as a monu- 
mental record of the massacre of Britidb due6 here alhided to. 
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Fear ye the festal hour ! 
Aye, tremble when the cup of joy overflows ! 
Tame down the swelling heart ! — the bridal rose, 

And the rich myrtle's flower 
Have veiled the sword ! — Red wines have sparkled fast 
From venomM goblets, and soft breezes passM, 
With fatal perfume, through the revel's bower. 

Twine the young glowing wreath ! 
But pour not all your spirit in the song, 
Which through the sky's deep azure floats along. 

Like summer's quickening breath ! 
The ground is hollow in the path of mirth. 
Oh ! far too daring seems the joy of earth. 
So darkly press'd and girdled in by death! 
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THE BATTLE OF MORGARTEN. 



^^ In the year 1315, Switzerland was invaded by Duke Leopold of 
Aiutria, with a formidable army. It is well attested, diat this prince 
repeatedly declared he ^ would trample the audacious rustics under his 
feet ;* and that he had procured a large stock of cordage, for the purpose 
of binding their chiefs, and putting them to death. 

<^ The Idth October, 1315, dawned. The sun darted its first iHyi 
on the shields and armour of the advancing host; and this being the first 
army ever known to have attempted the frontiers of the cantons, the 
Swiss viewed its long line with various emotions. Montfbrt de Tettnang 
led the cavalry into the narrow pass, and soon filled the whole space 
between the mountain (Mount Sattd) and the lake. The fifty men on 
the eminence (above Morgarten) raised a sudden shout, and rolled down 
heaps of rocks and stones among the crowded ranks. The confederates 
on the mountain, perceiving the impression made by this attack, rushed 
down in dose array, and fell upon thefiank of the disordered column. 
With massy dubs they dashed in pieces the armour of the enemy, and 
dealt their blows and thrusts with long pikes. The narrowness of the 
defile admitted of no evolutions, and a slight frost having injured the 
road, the horses were impeded in all their motions ; many leaped into 
the lake ; all were startled ; and at last the whole column gave way, and 
fell suddenly back on the infimtry ; and these last, as the nature of the 
country did not allow them to open their files, were run over by the 
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fugitives, and many of them trampled to death: A general zout ensued, 
and Duke Leopold was, with much difficulty, rescued by a peasant, who 
led him to Winterthur, where the historian of the times saw him airive 
in the evening, pale, suUen, and dismayed." — Plakta*s History of the 
Helvetic Confederacy. 



The wine-month* shone in its golden prime, 

And the red grapes clustering hung, 
But a deeper sound, through the Switzer'^s clime, 
Than the vintage-music, rung. 

A sound, through vaulted cave, 
A sound, through echoing glen. 
Like the hollow swell of a ruslung wave ; 
— ^'Twas the tread of steel-girt men. 

And a trumpet, pealing wild and far. 
Midst the ancient rocks was blown. 
Till the Alps replied to that voice of war. 
With a thousand of their own. 

And through the forest glooms 
FlashM helmets to the day. 
And the winds were tossing knightly plumes. 
Like the larch-boughs in their play. 

• Wine^month—iht German name for October. 
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In Hasb'^s* wilds there was gleamiiig steel. 

As the host of the Austrian passed ; 
And the SchreckhcNrn^si- rocks, with a savage peal. 
Made mirth of his clarion''s Uast. 
Up midst the Righi^ snows 
The stcnrmy march was heard. 
With the charger^s tramp, whence fire-sparks rose. 
And the leader^s gathering wcNrd. 

But a band, the noblest band of all. 

Through the rude Morgarten strait. 
With blazonM streamers, and lances tall. 
Moved onwards, in jnincely state. 
They came, with heavy chains. 
For the race despised so long — 
— ^But amidst his Alp-domains, 

The herdsman'^s arm is strong! 

The sun was reddening the clouds of mom 

When they entered the rock-defile. 
And Bhrill as a joyous hunter'^s bom 

Their bugles rung the while. 

* Hasli, a wild district in the canton o£ Beme. 

f Schreckhorn, the peak of terror, a mountain in the canton of Berne. 

I Righi, a mountain in the canton of Schwjrtz. 
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But on the misty height, 
Where the mountain-people stood, 
There was stillness, as of night, 

When storms at distance brood. 

There was stillness, as of deep dead mght. 

And a pause — ^but not of fear, 
While the Switzers gaz^d on the gathering might 
Of the hostile shield and spear. 

On wound those columns bright 
Between the lake and wood. 
But they look''d not to the misty height 
Where the mountain-people stood. 

The pass was fillM with their serried power, 

All helmed and mail-arrayed. 
And their steps had sounds hke a thunder-shower 
In the rustling forest-shade. 

There were prince and crested knight, 
Hemm'^d in by cUff and flood. 
When a shout arose from the misty height 
Where the mountain-people stood. 

And the mighty rocks came bounding down, 
Tb^ startled foes among. 
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With a joyous whirl from the sunmiit thrown — 
— Oh ! the herdsman'*s arm is strong ! 

They came, like lauwine* hurPd 

From Alp to Alp in play. 
When the echoes shout through the snowy world. 

And the pines are borne away. 

Th^ fir-woods crashed on the mountain-side. 

And the Switzers rushM from high. 
With a sudden charge, on the flower and pride 
Of the Austrian chivalry : 
Like hunters of the deer, 
They storm'd the narrow dell. 
And first in the shock, with Uri's spear. 
Was the arm of William TeUf- 

There was tumult in the crowded strait. 

And a cry of wild dismay. 
And many a warrior met his fate 

From a peasant^s hand that day ! 



* Laurcine, the Siviss name for the avalanche, 
f William Tell's name is particularly mentioned amongst the cod. 
liDdentef at Moigarten. 
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And the empire^s banner then, 
From its place of waving free, 
Went down before the shepherd-men, 
The men of the Forest-sea*. 

With their pikes and massy clubs they brake 

The cuirass and the shield, 
And the war-horse dash''d to the reddening lake. 
From the reapers of the field ! 

The field — ^but not of sheaves — 
Proud crests and pennons lay, 
Strewn o'er it thick as the birch-wood leaves. 
In the autumn-tempest's way. 

Oh ! the sun in heaven fierce havoc viewed, 

When the Austrian tum'd to fly, 
And the brave, in the trampling multitude. 
Had a fearful death to die ! 
And the leader of the war 
At eve unhelm'd was seen. 
With a hurrying step on the wilds afar. 
And a pale and troubled mien. 

* Foreitseay the lake of the four cantons is also so called. 
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But the sons of the land whidi the fireenian tills. 

Went back from the battle^toil. 
To their cabin homes midst the deep green hillsy 
All burden'^d with royal spoiL 

There were songs and festal fires 

On the soaring Alps that night. 

When children sprung to greet their sires. 

From the wild Morgarten fight. 
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CHORUS. 

TRANSLATED FROM MANZONf S * CONTE DI CARMOGNOLA/ 

Hark ! from the right bursts forth a trumpet^s sound ! 
A loud shrill trumpet from the left replies ! 
On every side, hoarse echoes from the ground, 
To the quick tramp of steeds and warriors rise, 
Hollow and deep : — ^and banners all around. 
Meet hostile banners waving through the skies. 
Here steel-clad bands in marshall''d order shine, 
And there a host confronts their glittering line. 

Lo ! half the field, already from the sight 
Hath vanished, hid by closing groups of foes ! 
Swords crossing swords, flash lightning o'er the fight, 
And the strife deepens, and the life-blood flows ! 
— Oh ! who are these ? — ^What stranger in his might 
Comes bursting on the lovely land's repose ? 
What patriot hearts have nobly vow'd to save 
Their nadve soil, and make its dust their grave ? 



302 CHORUS. 

One race, alas ! these foes, one kindred race, 
Were bom and rear'^d the same bright scenes among ! 
The stranger calls them brothers — and each face 
That brotherhood reveals ; — one common tongue 
Dwells on their lips ; — ^the earth on which ye trace 
Their heart's blood, is the soil from whence they s{Hrung. 
One mother gave them birth — this chosen land. 
Girdled with Alps and seas, by Nature's guardian hand. 

Oh, grief and horror ! — ^Who the first could dare 

Against a brother's breast the sword to wield ? 

What cause unhallow'd and accursed, declare ! 

Hath bathed with carnage this ignoble field ? 

— Think'st thou they know ? — they but inflict and share 

Misery and death, the motive unreveal'd I 

Sold to a leader, sold himself to die. 

With him they strive, they fall — and ask not why. 

But are there none who love them ? — Have they none. 
No wives, no mothers, who might rush between. 
And win with tears the husband and the son. 
Back to their homes from this polluted scene ? 
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And they, whose hearts, when lifers bright day is done, 
Unfold to thoughts more solemn and serene. 
Thoughts of the tomb ; why cannot they assuage 
The storms of passion with the voice of age ? 

Ask not ! — the peasant at his cabin-door 
Sits, calmly pointing to the distant cloud 
Which skirts th' horizon, menacing to pour 
Destruction down, o'er fields he hath not ploughed. 
Thus, where no echo of the battle's roar 
Is heard afar, e'en thus the reckless crowd. 
In tranquil safety number o'er the slain. 
Or tell of cities burning on the plain. 

There mayst thou mark the boy, with earnest gaze, 
Fix^d on his mother's lips, intent to know. 
By names of insult, those, whom future days 
Shall see him meet in arms, their deadliest foe ! 
There proudly many a glittering dame displays 
Bracelet and zone, with radiant gems that glow. 
By husbands, lovers, home in triumph borne. 
From the sad brides of fallen warriors torn. 
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Woe to the victors and the yanquishM ! Woe ! 
The earth is heaped, is loaded with the slain, 
Loud and more loud the cries of fury grow, 
A sea of blood is swelling oVr the plain ! 
But from th' embattled front already, lo ! 
A band recedes — ^it flies — ^all hope is vain. 
And venal hearts, despairing of the strife. 
Wake to the love, the clinging love of life. 

As the light grain disperses in the air. 
Borne from the winnowing by the gales around, 
Thus fly the vanquish^, in their wild despair, 
ChasM — severM — scatter'd — o'er the ample ground. 
But mightier bands, that lay in ambush there. 
Burst on their flight — and hark! the d&epening sound 
Of fierce pursuit! — still nearer and more near. 
The rush of war-steeds trampling in the'rear! 
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The day is won ! — they fall — disarmed they yield. 
Low at the conqueror's feet all suppliant lying I 
Midst shouts of victory pealing o'er thei^i'. 
Oh ! who may hear the murmurs of the dying ? 
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— Haste ! let the tale of triumph be reveal'd ! 
E'en now the counter to his steed is flying, 
He spurs — ^he speeds — with tidings of the day, 
To rouse up cities in his lightning way. 

■ 

Why pour ye thus from your deserted homes. 
Oh, eager multitudes ! around him pressing ? 
Each hurrying where his breathless courser foams. 
Each tongue, each eye, infatuate hope confessing ! 
Know ye not whence th' ill omen'd herald comes. 
And dare ye dream he comes with words of blessing ? 
— Brothers, by brothers slain, lie low and cold — 
Be ye content ! — the glorious tale is told. 

I hear the voice of joy, th' exulting cry ! 

They deck the shrine, they swell the choral strsuns; 

E'en now the homicides assail the sky 

With paeans, which indignant Heaven disdains ! 

But, from the soaring Alps, the stranger's eye 

Looks watchful down on our ensanguined plains. 

And with the cruel rapture of a foe, 

Numbers the mighty, stretch'd in death below. 

X 
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Haste ! form your lines again, ye brave and true ! 
Haste, haste ! your triumphs and your joys suspending! 
Th^ invader comes ; your banners raise anew. 
Rush to the strife, your country's cause defending ! 
Victors ! why pause ye ? — Are ye weak and few ? 
Aye, such he deem'd you ! and for this descending. 
He waits you on the field ye know too well. 
The same red war-field where your brethren felL 

Oh f thou devoted land ! that canst not rear 
In peace thine offspring ; thou, the lost and won. 
The fair and fatal soil, that dost appear 
Too narrow sdll for each contending son ; 
Receive the stranger, in his fierce career. 
Parting thy spoils ! — thy chastening is begun ! 
And, wresting from thy chiefs the guardian sword. 
Foes, whom thou ne^er hadst wrong'^d, sit proudly at thy 
board. 

Are these infatuate too ? Oh ! who hath known 
A people e'er by guilt's vain triumph blest? 
The wrong'd, the vanquish^, suffer not alone. 
Brief is the joy that swells th' oppressor's breast. 
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What though not yet his day of pride be flown, 
Though yet Heaven's vengeance spare his towering crest. 
Well hath it mark'd him — and ordain'^d the hour 
When his last sigh shall own its mightier power. 

Are we not creatures of one hand divine ? 
Formed in one mould, to one redemption bom P 
Kindred alike, where'er our skies may shine, 
Where'er our sight first drank the vital morn ? 
Brothers ! one bond around our souls should twine. 
And woe to him by whom that bond is torn I 
Who mounts by trampling broken, hearts to earth. 
Who bears down spirits of immortal birth ! 
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ENGLAND'S DEAD. 



Son of the ocean isle ! 
Where sleep your mighty dead ? 
Show me what high and stately pile 
Is rear'd o'er Glory's bed. 

Go, stranger! track the deep, 
Free, free, the white sail spread ! 
Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweep, 
Where rest not England's dead. 

On Egypt's burning plains. 
By the pyramid o'ersway'd, 
With fearful power the noon-day reigns. 
And the palm-trees jdeld no shade. 

But let the angry sun 
From heaven look fiercely red, 
Unfelt by those whose task is done ! 
There slumber England's dead. 
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The hurricane hath might 
Along the Indian shore, 
And far, by Ganges^ banks at night, 
Is heard the tiger's roar. 

But let the sound roll on ! 
It hath no tone of dread, 
For those that from their toils are gone ; 
— There slumber England's dead 

Loud rush the torrent-floods 
The western wilds among. 
And free, in green Ck)lumbia^s woods. 
The hunter's bow is strung. 

But let the floods rush on ! 
Let the arrow's flight be sped ! 
Why should ther/ reck whose task is done ? 
There slumber England's dead ! 

The mountain-storms rise high 
In the Miowy Pyrenees, 
And toss the pine-boughs through the sky. 
Like rose-leaves on the breeze. 
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But let the storm rage on ! 
Let the forest-wreaths be shed ! 
For the Roncesvalles' field is won, 
There slumber England^s dead. 

On the frozen deep^s repose 
""Tis a dark and dreadful hour, 
When round the ship the ice-fields close. 
To chain her with their power. 

But let the ice drift on ! 
Let the cold-blue desert spread ! 
Their course with mast and jBag is done. 
There slumber England^s dead. 

The warlike of the isles. 
The men of field and wave ! 
Are not the rocks their funeral piles. 
The seas and shores their grave ? 

Go, stranger ! track the deep. 
Free, free the white sail spread ! 
Wav^ may not foam, nor wild wind sweep. 
Where rest not England*s dead. 
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THE MEETING OF THE BARDS. 

WRITTEN FOB AN EISTEDDVOD, OR MEETING OF 

WELSH BARDS. 

HeU in London, May 22d, 1822. 



The Gorteddau, or meetings of the British bards, were anciently or- 
dained to be held in the open air, on some conspicuous situation, whilst 
the sun was above the horizon; or, according to the expression em- 
ployed on these occasions, ^* in the face of the sun, and in the eye of 
light.*' The places set apart for this purpose were marked out by a 
circle of stones, called the circle of federation. The presiding bard 
stood on a large stone, (Maen Gorsedd, or the stone of assembly), in 
the centre. The sheathing of a sword upon this stone was the ceremony 
which announced the opening of a Gorsedd, or meeting. The bards 
always stood in their uni-coloured robes, with their heads and feet un- 
covered, within the circle of federation.— See Owen*s Translation of 
ihe Heroic Elegies of Llywarc Hen, 



Where met our bards of old ? — the glorious throng, 

They of the mountain and the battle-song ? 

They met — oh ! not in kingly hall or bower, 

But where wild Nature girt herself with power : 

They met — where streams flashed bright from rocky caves, 

They met — where woods made moan o"*er warriors' graves, 
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And where the torrent's rainbow spray was cast 

And where dark lakes were heaving to the blasts 

And midst th' eternal cliffs, whose strength defied 

The crested Roman, in his hour of pride ; 

And where the Camedd*, on its lonely hill, 

Bore silent record of the mighty still ; 

And where the Druid's ancient Cromlech f frown'd. 

And the oaks breathed mysterious murmurs round. 

There throng'd tfe' inspired of yore !— on plain or haght, 

In the mrCsfacey beneath the eye of lights 

And, baring unto heaven each noble head. 

Stood in the circle, where none else might tread. 

Well might their lays be lofty ! — soaring thought 
From* Nature's presence tenfold grandeur caught : 
Well might bold Freedom's soul pervade the strains, 
Which startled eagles from their lone domains. 
And, like a breeze, in diainless triumph, went 
Up through the blue resounding firmament ! 

Whence came the echoes to those numbers high ? 
— ^'Twas from the battle fields of days gone by ! 

* Carnedd^ a stone-bonow, or caim. 

-)- Cromlech^ a Druidical monument, or altar. The word means a stone 
of covenant. 
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And from the tombs of heroes, laid to rest • 
With their good swords, upon the mountain's breast ; 
And from the watch-towers on the heights of soiow. 
Severed, by cloud and storm, from all below ; 
And the turf-mounds*, once girt by ruddy spears, 
And the rock-altars of departed years. 

, Thence, deeply mingEng with the torrent's roar. 
The winds a thousand wild responses bore ; 
And the green land, whose erery vale and glen 
Doth shrine the memory of heroic men. 
On all her hills awakening to rgoice, 
Sent forth proud answers to her children's voice. 
For us, not ours the festival to hold. 
Midst the stone-circles, hallow'd thus of old ; 
Not where great Nature's majesty and might 
First broke, all-glorious, on our infant right ; 
Not near the tombs, where sleep our free and brave. 
Not by the mountain-llynf, the ocean wave. 
In these late days we meet !— dark Mona's shore, 
Er3ni'st cliflFs resound with harps no more ! 

* The ancient British chiefis frequently haiangued their foUowerB from 
small artificial mounts of turf.— See Pennant. 

f Llyn^tk lake or pool. :|: Eryri, Snowdon. 
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But, as the stream (though time or art may turn 

The current, bursting from its cavem^d urn, 

To bathe soft vales of pasture and of flowers, 

From Alpine glens, or andent forest-bowers,) 

Alike, in rushing strength or sunny sleep. 

Holds on its course, to mingle with the deep ; 

Thus, though our paths be changed, still warm and free. 

Land of the bard ! our spirit flies to thee I 

To thee our thoughts, our hopes, our hearts belong. 

Our dreams are haunted by thy voice of song ! 

Nor yield our souls one patriot-feeling less. 

To the green memory of thy loveliness. 

Than theirs, whose harp-notes pealed from every hdght. 

In the sarCsface^ beneath the eye of light! 
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THE VOICE OF SPRING*. 



I COME, I come! ye have called me long, 
I come o^er the mountams with light and song i 
Ye may trace my step o^r the wakemng earth, 
By the winds which tell of the violet^s birth, 
By the primrose-stars in the shadowy grass. 
By the green leaves, opening as I pass. 

I have breathed on the south, and the chesnut flowers 
By thousands have burst &om the forest-bowers, 
And the ancient graves, and the fallen fanes. 
Are vdl^d with wreaths on Italian plains ; 
—But it is not for me, in my hour of bloom. 
To speak of the ruin or the tomb ! 

I have looked o'er the hills of the stormy north. 
And the larch has hung all his tassels forth, 

* Origiiudly published in the New Monthly Maga2dne. 
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The fisher is out on the sunny sea, 

And the rein-deer bounds o^er the pastures free. 

And the jnne has a fringe of softer green. 

And the moss looks bright, where my foot hath been. 

I have sent through the wood-paths a glowing sigh. 
And calTd out eadi voice of the deep blue sky; 
From the nigfat-bird'^s lay through the starry time. 
In the groves of the soft Hespenan clime, 
To the swan*8 wild note, by the Icdand lakes, 
Whai the dark fir-brandi into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I have loosed the diain. 
They are sweepii^ on to the silvery main. 
They are flashing down from the mountain brows. 
They are flingii^ spray o^er the forest-boughs. 
They are bursting fresh from their sparry caves,. 
And the earth resounds with the joy of wavesf 

Come forth, O ye children of gladness, come! 
Where the violets, lie may be now your home» 
Ye of the rose-Up and dew-bright eye^ 
And the bounding footstep, to meet me fly ! 
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With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay. 
Come forth to the sunshine, I may not stay. 

Away from the dwellings of care-worn^ men. 
The waters are sparkling in grove and glen ! 
Away from the chamber and sullen hearth, 
The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth ! 
Their light stems thriU to the wild-wood strains, 
And youth is abroad in my green domains. 

But ye! — ^ye are changed since ye met me last! 
There is something bright from your features passed ! 
There is that come over your brow and eye. 
Which speaks of a world where the flowers must die ! 
— Ye smile ! but your smile hath a dinmess yetp-^ 
Oh ! what have ye looked on since last we met ? 

Ye are changed, ye are changed ! — and I see not here 
All whom I saw in the vanished year ! 
There were graceful heads, with their ringlets bright. 
Which toss'd in the breeze with a play of light. 
There were eyes, in whose glistening laughter lay 
No faint remembrance of dull decay ! 
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There were steps that flew o'er the cowslip's head. 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread ; 

There were voices that rung through the sapphire sky, 

And had not a sound of mortality! 

Are they gone? is their mirth from the mountains pass'd? 

— Ye have look'd on death since ye met me last ! 

I know whence the shadow comes o'er you now. 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny brow! 
Ye have given the lovely to earth's embrace. 
She hath taken the fairest of beauty's race, 
With their laughing eyes and their festal crown. 
They are gone from amongst you in silence down ! 

They are gone from amongst you, the young and fair. 
Ye have lost the gleam of their shining hair ! 
— But I know of a land where there falls no blight, 
I shall find them there, with their eyes of light ! 
Where Death midst the blooms of the mom may dwell, 
I tarry no longer — farewell, farewell f 

The summer is coming, on soft winds borne, 
Ye may press the grape, ye may bind the com ! 
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For me^ I depart to a brighter shore. 

Ye are marked by care, ye are mine no more. 

I go where the loved who have left you dwell, 

And the flowers are not death's — ^fare ye well, farewell ! 



THE END. 



LONDON: 

PRINTED BY TH0MA9 DAVISON, WHITEFRIABS. 



By the same Author. 

TALES AND HISTORIC SCENES, Second Edition, 8vo. 

RESTORATION OF WORKS OF ART TO ITALY, Second 
Edition, Svo. S^. 6e/. 

MODERN GREECE, Second Edition, Svo. bs, 6d. 

SCEPTIC, AND STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF THE 
LATE KING, Second Edition, Svo. 4^. 

TRANSLATIONS FROM CAMOENS, Svo. 4*. . 



l4 



V- 



' t^yt r 






■-'" -^'-^ 


" '[^^r 


y:. ,^^£7i ^ 








9 


-^ - ■ --^' 


t^.-'- 




j^ > 


it 


^■^:- 4 


-^ >- *^ " 


^^^p. 


j^^^^^^^^^^E V*^ 


J . -"' - >^^, 




STANFORD UNIVERSITY LIBRARIES 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 
^4305 



